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TO THE READER. 

The following narrative is a faithful account of my 
personal experience. The only liberty that I have taken 
with facts consists of the substitution of fictitious for 
the real names of persons and farms. These changes 
have been made for obvious reasons. 

SARAH HECKFORD. 



A LADY TEADEK IN THE 

TEANSVAAL. 



CHAPTER L 

On a fine breezy morning, early in December, 1878, a 
number of passengers, and volunteers for the Zulu war, 
crowded the deck of one of the Union Company^s steam- 
ships, then lying off the Port of D^Urban, or Port Natal. 
She had been for some days unable to land her passengers 
owing to the roughness of the "bar,'^ that terrible difficulty 
presented by all south-east African seaports ; but earlj 
on this particular morning the joyful intelligence thai 
the tug was coming was made known, and the excitement 
was great in consequence. 

The volunteers had. all come on board at East London^ 
a very sparely populated and commonplace-looking sea- 
side village on the African coast. They were more or 
less prepared for what lay before them, for they knew 
what life in South Africa is; but to the majority of 
the passengers the low -lying, jungly-looking shore on 
which the breakers were beating was like the drop-scene 
'^ ^ of an unknown opera. What lay behind it was a mystery 
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2 A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 

to all those who were then for the first time landing in 
South Africa — ^at least one half of the number assembled 
on deck. Most of them^ no doubt, felt this ; but there 
was one, at least, who did not. This was a young gentle- 
man who went by the name of '^ Dick/' He was a strap- 
ping youngster of about eighteen, who, I am inclined to 
think, had been shipped to Africa because nothing could 
be done with him at home. The new life before him 
presented no difficulties to his mind ; he knew exactly 
how he was going to manage. He would buy a horse at 
lyUrban, put a few things in his saddle-bags, strap his 
tent on his horse's crupper, and ride to Rustemberg (his 
destination) with a Kaffir for his guide. There he would 
rapidly make his fortune, principally by trading amongst 
the Kaffirs, to which end he had, before leaving England, 
provided himself with a stock of little machines, which (if 
my memory serves me rightly) are labelled in shop- windows 
"A cup of tea in five minutes/' This invention consists 
of a piece of sponge covered with wire gauze and encased 
in a metal cover, so that the apparatus can be carried 
in the pocket until it is required to perform the part of a 
spirit-lamp. The contrivance is more complicated than I 
describe, and decidedly ingenious. Dick had a store of 
these things in perfect order,. and was confident of doing 
a roaring trade in them amongst the Kaffirs. 

Dick was now, however, troubled with a difficulty ; it 
was this : he had two dogs, one an English bull-terrier — 
it had cost him hi, to bring the animal from England — the 
other a Kaffir mongrel, for which he had paid a sovereign 
to the owner, who had come on board at Cape Town. The 
owner was a Kaffir, and had brought his dog on board 
without asking any questions, and probably would have 
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taken him off without any being asked of him ; but when 
Dick bought the dog, the captain and chief officer declared 
that he must pay the full fare for the animal, and on his 
indignant refusal, threatened to seize his saddle. Poor 
Dick was in an agony, honestly believing they meant what 
they said, and being much troubled in his mind as to how 
his new acquisition, a very large and lively dog, was to be 
got into the tug. The method of conveying the passengers 
from the steamship to the tug was certainly enough to 
alarm the poor mongrel, and Dick was justified in think- 
ing it likely that he would object to it. A strongly-made 
basket, large enough to hold three or four persons crouch- 
ing down, was being periodically hauled up to the side and 
swung over to the deck of the ship, filled with passengers, 
and then lowered away, until, amidst much laughter and 
shouting, its unlucky occupants were let bump down on 
the deck of the little tug that was bobbing about by the 
side of her big sister, when they were immediately and 
very unceremoniously tumbled out if they were men. 
Women and children were somewhat more gently treated. 
It certainly struck me that it would be very easy to break 
one's legs in the operation, and when my turn came I was 
very glad to find myself safely on board the little vessel. 
She was a funny-looking little craft, made expressly for 
crossing the disagreeable bar, and we were all cautioned 
to sit fast and wedge ourselves in well, or we might be 
swept overboard as we passed it. I expected a frightful 
drenching at least, but nothing at all happened ; it was 
the old story of the mountain and the mouse, and as 
such, it formed a fitting prelude to life in South Africa, 
where, so far as my experience goes, everything is ex- 
aggerated — dangers, difficulties, beauties, and advantages. 

B 2 
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I believe that D* Urban is a pretty town, but it did not 
look pretty to me, for I was in a bad temper. I had 
arranged to travel with a party who were going up 
country to speculate, thinking that it might be difficult 
for a lady alone, unless blessed with large means, to travel 
in a country of which the languages and customs were 
unknown to her. It is, I think, rather trying for any one 
accustomed to manage for himself to submit to be managed 
for> unless the management be very good, which in this 
case it was not. I found it decidedly tried me, and when 
it came on to rain, and (there being a strike of the 
Kaffir porters on that day) my companions piled all the 
luggage in the middle of a tramway, seemingly un- 
conscious of there being any unadvisability in its being so 
disposed of, I felt very uncharitable towards them. The 
result of this disposition of our joint property was, that 
after a while a number of Kaffirs, with that beautiful dis- 
regard of consequences which is one of the pleasing 
characteristics of the race, sent a line of empty railway 
trucks right into it. The acrobatic and athletic efforts 
then made to rescue individual boxes dear to the owners' 
hearts, were amusing to behold ; but it would have been 
a great relief to one's feelings to have been able to vent 
one's wrath, if only in words, on those unpleasant Kaffirs, 
who looked on grinning ; but it was no use abusing them, 
for they didn't understand English, and none of us spoke 
Zulu or any other Kaffir language. At last I got into an 
omnibus which runs between the Port and the village of 
D'Urban, taking *' Jimmy " with me. And here, as I shall 
have occasion to mention Jimmy again, let me introduce 
him. 

Jimmy was a boy of nearly sixteen, whom I had known 
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from the time he was very small. He belonged to the 
party with whom I had arranged to travel, and was the 
only member of it with whom I had any previous 
acquaintance when I went on board the Union Company's 
ship at Southampton. He was fresh from home and 
school, and not at all accustomed to roughing it, hence he 
was permitted to be a good deal with me, and was allowed 
certain little privileges not accorded to the men of the 
party, or even to another youngster not much older than 
Jimmy, but about twice his size and strength. 

The omnibus set us down at the best hotel in D'TJrban; 
but that does not say very much. The village consisted 
of a line of straggling cottages or small houses, some of 
them with things in the window for sale, a railway-station, 
and a rather nice-looking building where the post-oflSce 
was. I say consisted, for it may be much changed since 
then* The hotel was a cottage standing in a garden. There 
was a sitting-room with a piano in it, and a ioihle d!Mie 
in an adjoining but separate room ; but there were none 
of the other arrangements which one connects in one's 
mind with an hotel. The idea it gave me was that a small 
farmhouse had been suddenly called upon to accommodate 
several people, and that the owner was doing his best. 
On the whole, D' Urban did not strike me as a singularly 
delectable spot, and I was not sorry to leave it. 

We departed by the train, which took us to Pine Town, 
a pretty little place, in the middle of scenery that reminded 
me of an Indian jungle. 

Here we got into an omnibus. We were packed very 
tight, and had little parcels of various sorts crammed into 
every available spot. The road was rough, and the horses 
went at a rattling rate. I suppose it was what some of 
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the people said^ "miserable;" but I rather enjoyed it, 
for tlie scenery was fine. We stopped for dinner at a 
farmhonse, and got into Pieter-Maritzburg at sunset. 
The town looked very pretty with the evening light on it, 
lying in the middle of a circle of hills ; but it is not really 
a very pretty place, although I believe its inhabitants 
think it so. Pieter-Maritzburg in reality is, or was when 
I saw it, only a large village. 

Before I proceed, I must warn my readers, that 
although I shall have to tell them of rocks and valleys 
and wooded ravines, &c., they must not picture to them- 
selves anything analogous to what they may have seen 
in Switzerland or Italy. There are such things in this 
part of the world, but they are commonplace. It is neces- 
sary to come here to understand what a '^commonplace " 
wooded ravine means, but once here one understands it 
perfectly. I have often tried to make out in what this 
want of beauty, where there ought to be beauty, consisted, 
and I think that to a considerable extent it is caused by a 
want of atmosphere, to use a phrase common to artists. 
In this part of the world the sun rises, when the sky is 
cloudless, in a bright yellow halo. It is yellow — not the 
glorious gold of the Egyptian or Indian sunrise — and the 
light it throws on all around is simply a bright yellow 
light. There are no delicately shaded tints, as it fades 
into shadow, or plays over an uneven surface. The artist 
who would portray it need have but few colours in his 
paint-box. If the sky be cloudy, he need only as a rule 
have plenty of grey, and enough red and yellow for a 
streak or two. It is very seldom one sees the beautiful 
rose-flecked sky which made the fanciful Greeks gift 
Aurora with rosy-tipped fingers. And then, where will 
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a dweller here find the magnifioent colouring of an Indian^ 
or the ethereal blush of an Italian^ sunset? The finest be 
will ever see here will not be equal to many that he will 
have seen in England. 

The colouring of the scenery is monotonous. The 
grass when it is not yellow is a very vivid green; the 
trees have not much variety of hue or form; and the 
sky is very blue — a cobalt blue^ deepening into indigo 
as it nears the horizon, but without a trace of the rose- 
pink which, when we first learn to put a brush on paper, 
we are so strenuously enjoined never to omit in an hori- 
zon. Even the moonlight is not so ethereal as in other 
countries, although it is ofben very bright. 

So much for the scenery. Now, as to the Ufe here, I 
can only compare it to a picture in which there is no 
central point for the eye to rest on, in which everything 
is equally prominent. It is moral atmosphere which is 
wanting, I am inclined to think. Life here is a jumble, 
to use an inelegant but expressive word. To me, and to 
many I fency, there is much in the life which is attractive. 
It is, I believe, a fact, that people who have been here for 
some time and have longed to return to Europe, having 
done so, have come back to finish their days in Africa. 
But I doubt whether more than two or three of those 
persons even, could have told the characteristic charm 
which thus recalled them from their old homes. 
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CHAPTER II. 

JiMKT and I left Pieter-Maritzburg on a fine afternoon, 
having been there abont a week — the rest of the party, 
together with the two waggons which had been hired by 
the manager, having gone on in front — the men on foot, 
we on horseback, or rather on ponyback, for neither of 
our steeds was fifteen hands high. I had found it very 
hard to get serviceable animals at Pieter-Maritzburg, for 
at that time all the available, and many unavailable horses, 
were bought up by the volunteers. Dick had invested in 
a weedy-looking young mare, and he rode her to death, I 
heard, in about a fortnight, although he was not* in the 
volunteers. Two of our party had left us to join the 
native contingent (then being raised) as volunteer 
officers. They spoke nothing but English, and their men 
nothing but a Kaffir dialect; so how they, and many others 
who joined like them, managed, I do not know. They 
had also bought miserable hacks. I cannot say much for 
my own two. One, which Jimmy bestrode, was a rough 
and ugly Basuto pony, very thin, but with good qualities. 
My pony was larger, fat, and handsome ; he would have 
been very good, except for his laziness. I certainly never 
have seen so lazy a little horse. He would stand stock- 
still, unless forcibly reminded that he was wanted to 
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walk; and when induced to canter, he would in five 
minutes fall into a walk. These two animals were the 
means of introducing me to the common domestic insect 
of this part of the world, namely, the " tick,^^ or '^ bush- 
louse,^* as it is called by the Boers. There were hundreds 
on both the ponies, and the groom of the hotel being, as 
Kaffir grooms generally are, a useless addition to the 
stable, Jimmy and I had employed hours in ridding our 
ponies of the parasites. I had an idea that I knew what 
a "tick" was, on sheep in England; but the South 
African tick is a wonderful creature. There are grey, 
brown, whitish, and striped varieties, besides one exceed- 
ingly poisonous kind, yellow-green on the back, with a 
white line with symmetrical streaks of red on it running 
round the edge of the podgy little body, and the belly 
grey. These insects vary in size, from almost invisibility 
to the bulk of a hazel-nut. They are very agile ; and if 
you happen to be sitting on the grass, you have a good 
chance of seeing one walk nimbly towards you, with a 
hungry look pervading his small person. What the 
creatures live on when they don^t happen to fall in with 
some living prey I do not know, but numbers of them 
certainly have their habitat in the grass. 

Jimmy and I started on ponyback. With a vague 
idea that I was going into a wild country, and with a 
distinct one that Jimmy was not likely to aflFord me 
much protection, I had a revolver in a case strapped 
round my waist, and another in a holster on my saddle. 
The waggons had started in a hurry ; and there having been 
some misunderstanding on my part as to when I was to 
have all my things loaded up, a good many things belong- 
ing to Jimmy and myself had been left behind, and these 
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were crammed into our saddle-bags, and tied on oar 
saddles. However, we started, and having arrived at an 
even stretch of road halfway up the hill immediately 
beyond the village, Jimmy proposed a canter. It was 
not a particularly fast one, but the effect was disas- 
trous. I was a little in front when I heard '^HilloaJ I 
say, look what's happening ! '' and looking back, I beheld 
the road strewed with articles which had gradually fallen 
f i^m JTimmy's various parcels. Jimmy looked disconsolate 
as he returned, and began to pick them up and tie them 
on again, while I sat on my pony and laughed. This was 
unfair, I must confess, for the loading up arrangement 
had been of my invention, not Jimmy's. Presently we 
came up to one of our party, sitting, hot and weary, on a 
big stone near to a hand-cart laden with miscellaneous 
articles, which had not arrived in time to be packed in the 
waggons. I must here observe, that the manager of our 
party had contracted for our being taken to Pretoria with 
our goods by a oarrier, or what is here called a transport- 
rider, and the transport-rider was imperious about when 
he would ''in and out-spann,'' to use a South African 
phrase for putting the oxen into and letting them out of 
the yoke. I confess that, being at the time ignorant of 
the conditions of transport-riding, T thought our carrier 
unreasonable on this and many other occasions. But 
experience has taught me that in respect of his treatment 
of oxen in this one particular, he was altogether reason- 
able, for in travelling with an ox-waggon, even an in- 
human man, and our driver was one, must consider his 
oxen, or else he will stick fast on the road. 

The young gentleman who was sitting hot and weary 
on the stone^ guarding the hand-cart while his com- 
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panions in misfortane had gone to drink somewlierei 
must have been a very amiable person if he did not feel 
something akin to hatred of Jimmy and myself as vre 
rode np^ and after a few words rode on. He did his best 
to look cheerfnl; and this was creditable to him, although 
it Tyas a failure, for who could be expected to look cheer- 
ful at being harnessed two abreast to a heavy hand-cart, 
and having to drag it uphill for miles in a broiling sun ? 
Everything, however, has an end. Some time after 
Jimmy and I reached the place where the waggons were 
outspanned, the cart was brought in, the articles in it 
placed in the wapfgons, and the cart itself sent back — I 
forget how — to Pieter-Maritzburg. When the oxen were 
inspanned and we started once more, we felt that we 
were fairly eti route ; and being so, let me describe the 
waggons, which were to serve us as houses until we 
reached Pretoria. The one was an open buck- waggon, 
something of the same maike as our large English 
hay-waggons, with a tarpaulin, or what is here called 
''a buck-sail,'^ thrown over it to protect the goods. 
There were, I think, eighteen oxen in this waggon, 
which was driven principally by the Africander trans- 
port-rider, a small man, with red whiskers and mous- 
tache. The other waggon was also a buck-waggonj 
or waggon with railings projectiDg from the sides for 
the support of goods; but on the back half of it 
there was a tent, formed of canvas stretched on bent 
laths, so as to form a complete covering at the sides and 
top. The ends were furnished with canvas flaps, to 
be shut or opened at pleasure. With very few articles 
packed in a half- tent, its occupant, if there be but one, 
may be comfortable enough ; but when, in addition to 
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cases^ the entire paraphernalia which a company of twelve 
men^ most of them unaccustomed to travellings think 
necessary to keep handy, is tumbled into it, the conditions 
are altered. Of course each man had a rifle, and these 
weapons had to be kept exceptionally handy, although 
they did not get us more than two or three brace of bijrds 
during our whole trek, and not even one buck. The 
result of twelve men and one woman (myself) having these 
things '^ handy ^' in a half- tent was this. The various 
articles underwent a rotatory movement every time one of 
them was wanted, and became well mixed up. Later on I 
was able to make canvas bags and tie them up to the sides 
of the tent, and so save my property from the general 
confusion, but at the outstart my goods contributed 
to it. 

Our evening outspann was on a bleak hill-top, along 
which a thick, damp mist was beginning to sweep. It 
soon enveloped us, and rendered the cooking of the 
evening meal difficult. In agreeing with the transport- 
driver, no definite understanding had been come to as 
to what assistance the natives under his control were to 
render, hence they gave us very little, and the men had 
to bring water, fuel, &c., and make the fire themselves. 
This a native will do in pouring rain, but an Englishman, 
as a rule, is puzzled to do it even in a drizzling mist. 
Presently, through the mist, up rode the two of our party 
who had joined the volunteers ; they came to bid their 
companions God-speed, and then rode off, as it was already 
late. I don^t know what became of one of them ; the 
other wad massacred as he lay ill of fever in the hospital 
at Rorke's Drift. In the meantime the tent for the men 
was pitched by them. I had a tent, but I think I only 
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persuaded them to pitch it for my benefit four times, and 
I forget whether this was one of those occasions. Pre- 
sently supper made its appearance. The meal consisted 
of fried ham, bread, and coffee— without milk, be it under- 
stood. It does not sound badly, but I will describe it in 
th^ words of the man who cooked it : " Rancid tallow 
candle, with lots of salt in it." He would not eat of it; 
but I was very hungry, and did, although I confess the 
description was accurate. 
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CHAPTER ni. 

I SHALL not give a lengthened description of a jonrnej 
in or with an ox-waggon, through a country whose lead- 
ing feature is an utter absence of any objects of interest, 
except to the eye of a speculative farmer^ and even he 
could not but be disagreeably impressed 'by the want of 
water. I will sum it up by sayings that we travelled over 
many miles of undulating country^ starting early in the 
mornings outspanning in the middle of the day^ and 
travelling again in the evening, during which time we 
were not particularly comfortable. The men generally 
walked ; Jimmy and I rode. It was very rough, although 
after our first evening the food improved ; but the want 
of milk was trying. Then, too, it is unpleasant when 
the weather is very hot not to be able to get a good 
wash, or to change one's linen often; and these were 
impossibilities for me, owing to my not being able to 
induce the men to pitch my tent. The waggon-tent was 
too much cumbered for even an active person, not to 
say one who is lame, as I am, to perform satisfactory 
ablutions in; and the absence of trees made an im- 
promptu dressing-room a thing not to be thought of. 
Sometimes we came to a little shanty called an hotel, 
and then I eagerly seized the opportunity for a 
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wash ; but these accommodations were very few, and far 
between. 

One duty which devolved on me, many would, I dare- 
say, consider a hardship, but I did not mind it ; this was 
cleamng my horse. I was a new hand at grooming a 
horse then, having previously only had the brush and 
comb in my hands en amateur y and it is one thing to rub 
down a well-groomed horse for amusement, and another 
to clean a very dirty and hot one under a broiling sun ; 
but I cannot say that I disliked this hardship, although 
I used to wish that our outspanning times were such as 
to allow of my grooming operations being carried on at 
some hour when the sun was low. At best, however, a 
mid-day outspann in a treeless country is objectionable ; 
it is pleasanter to be moving than stationary during the 
process of being broiled. It is true that under the 
waggon there is a little shade, but in this case it was not 
available for me, being fully occupied by the tired men. 
It is, however, absolutely necessary for oxen to rest in 
the heat of the day if they are to work well ; and, as I 
said before, our conductor in this respect was a good 
manager. 

The first place that made an impression on my mind 
was Kar-Kloof. It is approached by a road that winds 
round a hill-side, and then one is almost startled by the 
abruptness and length of th^ ascent in front. It seems 
almost impossible for oxen to drag a loaded waggon up 
so long and steep a hill. It is a picturesque place (for 
Africa), with deep gullies at the side of the rugged road, 
and with even a sprinkling of trees. On the top of this 
tremendous hill is a tiny iron house — an inn, and very 
glad I was that such a thing existed ; for hardly were we 
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at the top when a most terrific storm broke over as. 
There was even a stable, or what served the purpose of 
one, and in it, to my great relief, I was able to get shelter 
for the horses. The landlady, a most garrulous and in- 
quisitive old person, was very kind to me; although 
she apparently regarded my companions as undesirable 
characters, and came down on them very sharp whenever 
she could. The storm ended in a thick mist, through 
which one of the men thought he saw a buck, and in- 
continently set forth, rifle in hand. The buck disappeared, 
and so did its would-be persecutor ; the disappearance of 
the former being for good, and of the latter for the whole 
night, which he spent in forlornly wandering in continual 
dread of losing his footing amongst the rocks and gullies 
as completely as he had lost his way. 

Then there was Estcourt, a place that looked pretty by 
moonlight, but not so well by daylight ; and then there 
was the Drachensberg, or Dragon Mountain. I had 
heard much of this terrible mountain, and dreadful 
accounts of what happened to waggons whilst attempting 
to cross it; I therefore approached it with a certain 
amount of respect. 

The Drachensberg is not a single mountain, but a very 
long chain, as any one can see by looking at it on the map. 
At its foot the road coming from Natal divides into two, 
one branch leading across the mountain into the Free 
State, the other going to Newcastle. We were to go by 
the former, and I now learned that we were to go to 
Pretoria via Heilbronn and Heidelberg. My knowledge 
of the geography of the country was not up to the mark, 
but it was sufficient to render this announcement start- 
ling to me, the taking Heilbronn en route to Heidelberg 
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bringing me some sixty or seventy miles out of my way ; 
however, the conductor said he had to go, and that was 
considered to be conclusive. I believe the reason he 
gave was, that having lost many of his oxen on the road, 
and thinking it likely he should lose more, he had to go 
to Heilbronn, where his home was, for fresh oxen ; in 
reality, he went to pick up his wife, who wanted to pay 
a visit to Heidelberg. But whatever was the reason, he 
said he must go by Heilbronn ; and we, having no pre- 
vious contract as to the road by which he was to travel, 
had to obey. We left the hospitable little inn at the foot 
of the mountain in the afternoon. The preamble of our 
starting was as follows : — 

My horse^s withers having been touched by the saddle, 
ind Jimmy's pony being also touched on the back, I said 
I would go in the waggon. 

''If that be so," said the conductor, ''your young 
friend had best go with you.'' 

" Why ? " I inquired. 

"Because very likely the waggon may be upset," 
quoth the conductor. 

What benefit I was to derive from Jimmy's presence 
in such a case I did not pause to inquire, but, as speedily 
as I could, descended from my destined conveyance — just 
in time to see a wretched sheep in its dying agonies, 
having been killed for our supper by one of the men, 
alongside of the waggon, to which it was speedily hung. 

The innkeeper now provided a light carriage called a 
" spider," drawn by four oxen, for my benefit, in which 
I started some time after the waggons had done so. 

The ascent of the Dragon Mountain is certainly pic- 
lUresque, although the lack of trees is very much felt, 
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bat the effect of it was greatly marred by a thick mist 
which came on as eveoiiig drew in* Presently we came 
to oar waggons^ stuck in the mud amongst a lot of others 
all in the same predicament. It was a nice pleasant 
look-out I The spider deposited me in the mud ; the 
men pitched their tent in the mud ; and presently up 
came Jimmy leading the two ponies^ all very muddy. 
The supper was what might be expected under the cir- 
cumstances. I got Jimmy into the waggon with me, 
tied the horses to the back of it^ and fed them from my 
hand — for the mud made it impossible to feed them on the 
ground, and I had no nose-bag for them— and then pre- 
pared to go to sleep. My remembrance of that night is, 
that it was a perpetual struggle to avoid slipping out at 
the back ; for as there was no mattress, but only a blanket 
or two thrown on a mixed assortment of articles/ promi- 
nent amongst which were the rifles of the party, and the 
. waggon stood on a steep incline, not only oneself, but all 
one was lying on had a downward tendency. 

Towards morning I heard dismal sounds from a member 
of our party who had attempted to sleep on the waggon, 
outside the tent but under the buck-sail, and then a 
clank which told me that his head must have come in 
collision with a certain tin box of mine. 

" I can't stand this any longer,'* he groaned ; and I 
heard him descend to where, under the waggon, some of 
his companions had been sleeping in the mud. This 
woke them, and they began making comparisons between 
the relative coldness of their backs, which so amused me 
that I completely woke up, to find the dawn breaking 
very sullenly. I found the poor ponies warm under their 
blankets, but slipping in the mud, which was by this 
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time over their pasterns, and got them something to eat. 
Then with difElcuIty I woke Jimmy — who solemnly assured 
me he had not slept a wink all night — ^and suggested to 
him the advisability of saddling^ and trying to push on 
to an inn on the Willow River, which I heard was about 
twelve miles distant. This we did, passing a waggon, 
all broken to pieces in its fall, a little way ahead of our 
waggons, which, with the rest of the party, did not get 
to our harbour of refuge by the Willow River for two 
days, having fearful weather on the mountains. 

We were now in the Orange Free State, and during 
my stay at the little hostelry I heard much political talk, 
adverse to the English, from an old Free- Stater somewhat 
addicted to the bottle. I also had a conversation with a 
gentleman of a very inventive turn of mind, who told me 
some wonderful stories, to which I listened gravely. 
Whenever something suggested to him that my won- 
derment was getting too strong, he would appeal in a 
most artless manner to the memory of a friend of his 
who was there, and the friend always remembered. 
These two were dwellers in the Transvaal, but both, 
with delightful naivete, cautioned me not to trust any 
Transvaalists, as they were all fearfully acute and 
untrustworthy. 

On the morning after the arrival of our party at the 
Willow River, Jimmy and I started for Harrismith, the 
others, with the waggons having gone on before. We 
found them having breakfast, and stopped for a few 
minutes with them. 

Harrismith looked like a dismal little attempt at a 
town. I was fresh from European and Indian cities and 
towns then. Now, after a little more than two years in 

c 2 
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the Transvaal^ I have become sufficiently savage to think 
Harrismith^ whenever I may next see it, quite a respect- 
able attempt at one. There are two inns in the place ; 
the one to which we went was fairly comfortable — at least 
the sitting-room, dining-room, and my bedroom adjoining 
the sitting-room, were very good. I could see that the 
bedroom was the show bedroom, and I don't know what 
the others were. The stable was large, and crammed 
with horses — just tied to the manger, without any divi- 
sion between them, and so closely packed that it was 
difficult to get between them so as to clean one^s own 
horse. And the dirt! The Augean stable must have 
been a trifle to it I 

From Harrismith we were to trek to Heilbronn, and 
when our party came up it was proposed that I should 
go there in the post-cart, leaving Jimmy in charge of my 
horse and his own. I was rather loath to trust my horse 
to the tender mercies of either Jimmy or any of the men ; 
but I had two reasons for acceding to the proposal — first, 
that the horses withers were touched by the saddle; 
secondly, that my companions were evidently looking 
forward with delight to the idea of getting rid of me, 
and I felt it would be ungenerous to disappoint them. 
So it was arranged that they were to start on the morning 
of, I think, Thursday, and I was to start on Friday in the 
post-cart. 

Just as they were starting, I bethought me that it 
might be as well not to carry money with me during mj 
solitary drive with the Kaffir post-boy, and keeping only 
enough for roadside expenses, I sent the rest of my 
possessions on in the waggon ; and, bidding Jimmy and 
my pony farewell, I prepared to employ the remainder of 
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the day as best I could. There were a few books on the 
round table in the sitting-room^ none of them worth read- 
ing bat one, Dickens's '' Great Expectations/' With this 
to enjoy, I lay down on the sofa, and had a thorough rest. 

The next morning I remained in bed until my cofiTee 
was brought to the door by a Kaffir ; and I was dressing* 
leisurely, when I was startled by hearing a voice I wa^ 
sure was Jimmy's. I hurried out, and there, in good 
truth, was Jimmy, looking very tired. In answer to my 
astonished inquiry how he came to be there, he recounted 
the following story, which he believes in implicitly to the 
present day, but to which no one else has ever attached 
any credit. 

He had ridden in front of the waggons, leaving my 
pony in charge of the men, and although believing him- 
self to be on the right road, virtually lost his way. Being, 
I fancy, rather glad to ride his pony just as he liked, 
instead of under my inspection, he rode and dismounted, 
rode and dismounted, until evening began to creep up, 
when it occurred to him as o;ld that the waggons were 
not coming up into sight. Just about this time he was 
close to a small stony hill or coppie, down which he saw 
three Kaffirs, armed with assegais, coming. He looked at 
them with some suspicion, and rode on, looking behind 
every now and then, when he observed that they were 
following him. He then cantered, upon which they ran; 
then, according to his account, he caused his pony to 
gallop — a feat I don't think the pony was capable of; 
anyhow, he attained to a pace which appeared a very fast 
one to the rider, when one of the Kaffirs threw an assegai 
after him^ which overshot him, and stuck quivering in the 
ground. Thereupon Jimmy struck across the veldtj and 
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cantered or galloped along till night stopped him. He 
then dismounted and led the pony^ feeding himself and 
his little steed with some gingerbread and other biscuits 
he had in his pocket ; but as he had no idea where he 
was^ it was not much use walking about leading a pony. 
However^ he presently saw a light in the distance^ and 
making for it, found it to proceed from the fire of a 
friendly waggoner, who told him he was some twenty 
miles from Harrismith, but far off the waggon-road to 
Heilbronn, and who advised him to go with him to 
Earrismith, whither he was bound, and to find me out. 
He then gave him some supper and a blanket, and tied 
the pony behind the waggon, so that Jimmy need not 
stir when the waggon started. 

All I can say about the assegai story is, that the Free 
State was far from the seat of war, in a condition of 
profound peace, and that I was informed that it is 
unlawful in the Free State for Kaffirs to carry assegais. 
One thing was evident, Jimmy was there, and so was the 
pony. Jimmy was tired j the pony completely knocked 
up. The question was, what could I do ? I had my 
ticket for the post-cart, which was to start at ten o'clock, 
and a few shillings over what my hotel bill would amount 
to — and the price of a place in the post-cart was four 
sovereigns ! It was evident that money must be raised, 
and so I raised it by selling the pony ; and then Jimmy 
and I awaited the arrival of the post-cart, which was 
supposed to take us to Heilbronn in two days. It« 
advent was heralded by very loud talking. A gentleman 
on horseback was alongside of it, who in excited tones 
drew the attention of another individual to the state of 
the hulking Kaffir driver of the vehicle. 
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I can't thiuk of allowing a lady to go with the 
dranken brute/' he exclaimed. " We muai get another 
driver/' 

Whereupon he jumped oflP his horse. 

" I'll give you a jolly hiding, and send you to prison, you 
lascaL You stand there, and take that — ^and that — and 
that — ^and that/' and he struck the Kaffir across the bead, 
arms, and breast, with his heavy stinging ox-hide whip. 

The fellow barely stirred a muscle. I could hardly at 
the time think that he felt much, but Kaffirs will some- 
times bear a beating that does hurt in that way. There 
was a twitch of the mouth each time the whip fell— that 
was all. 

''Now you take him away," quoth the excited man; 
''and you here, you must drive." 

You here was a diminutive Hottentot, 

" I can't drive," said the Hottentot. 

" Oh, never mind that," said the excited gentleman, 
who probably knew this was not the case; "jump up ! " 

"And I don't know the road." 

" Then you'll have to find it out. You drove the cart 
some time ago — you must know it; jump up !" and up 
the Hottentot jumped. 

The vehicle into which he jumped, and into which I 
proceeded to scramble, had once been a dog-cart, but was 
now a ruin ; the system of pieces of leather and cord, 
ingeniously twisted together, which attached it to the 
horses, had, I suppose, once been a set of harness ; the 
horses once had certainly been very good, but now they 
were a pair of vicious, jibbing rips. How they did jib ! 
and when the united efforts of the little Hottentot (who 
soon proved that he could drive) and some four or five 
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other men had got them to move^ how they did rash away 
with the little cart I 

They were just sobering down to a reasonable pace at 
the outskirts of the village when my driver said, " Will 
you hold the reins ? That's my house ; I must say good- 
bye to my wife, and get my blanket/' The small man 
could talk English. Upon his return from taking a fond 
adieu of Mrs. Hottentot, the horses steadily refused to 
move. Jimmy had to push the wheels, and there was a 
great to-do before, with a plunge, they got away again; 
but alas I there was a spruit, or small ravine with a brook 
running through it, before us ! 

The Uottentot in the meanwhile opened his heart to me. 
" It is very hard pressing me like this," he said. " I 
don't remember the road ; and my ribs were broken the 
other day, and they are hardly well.'' I don't know 
whether the eflTect was that of the broken ribs or not, but 
as he spoke the little man foamed at the mouth like a 
champing horse, which was unpleasant when one was to 
leeward of him, as I was : I therefore discouraged conver- 
sation. • A few minutes after brought us to the spruit, 
where the operations of coaxing, whipping, and pushing 
the jibbing horses, had to be resorted to. The road was 
very uneven, and this had to be repeated at every little 
hitch, we therefore got along rapidly. I was looking for- 
ward with anxiety to the change, but it only brought us 
even worse horses. Then the harness took to breaking, and 
was mended with little strips of leather and pieces of 
twine, produced out of his pocket by the little driver. 
Each change seemed to bring us worse horses. At last 
a pair of almost unbroken colts were put in. It . was a 
terrible battle to get them to start at all, and then they 
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went at a furious rate^ but stopped at the first hitch^ and 
plunged the harness nearly off, breaking it hopelessly in 
one place. The Hottentot's resources were exhausted ; 
but fortunately I had a little hunting-crop with me, and 
its lash did excellent service. 

'' TV e must be 'near the house where I ought to leave 
some letter/' said the Hottentot at one place ; " but I 
don't know the road." 

'' Dear me/' said I, with my European conscientious- 
ness about letters still unimpaired. ''What can you 
do?" 

" Oh, I shall just go on," said the little man. " It 
isn't my fault. I told him I didn't know the road." 

Presently it began to get dusk and chilly. '' I can't 
get to the right place for outspanning for the night," said 
the driver. '' We must stop at the next house." 

A Dutch farmhouse is very different from an Euglish 
one. It is merely, as a rule, a wretched hovel, stuck down 
in the middle of a waste of grass. 

The Free State farmhouses are particularly desolate- 
looking, owing to the Free State being unfit for rfgricul- * 
ture, and given over to pasturing cattle, sheep, and horses. 
The cottage where we stopped, however, was rather a good 
specimen, and the people— a young man and a pretty 
woman, his wife — were very hospitable, and gave us a 
good supper, cleanly served, and, to me at least, a clean 
bed. There was a nice basin and jug, with a clean towel 
neatly folded over it, in my room ; but they never thought 
of the water ! 

I cannot describe the country we travelled through, for 
there is nothing in it to describe ; it is simply a wide 
expanse of grass, with spruits running through it at 
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intervals — spruits with quantities of stones, but sometimes 
only a trickle of water in them. The flocks of sheep, and 
herds of cattle and horses, are striking features of the 
scene. 

Through this scenery, if scenery it could be called, we 
took our way once more on Saturday morning. Our 
hosts would accept of no payment, only thanks. They 
gave us a cup of black coflfee before we started, without 
either sugar or milk — I suppose the cows were not yet 
milked— and we were off once more. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

After a long drive we got to a small house, into whose 
one room a large and very dirty family were crowded. 
Here the woman gave ns a bottle of milk, and a little 
farther on we got some bread — the man who gave it to us 
asking for payment, but not getting any, because I had 
only gold and he had no silver. The horses in the mean- 
time were becoming from bad to worse, Jimmy and our 
charioteer having frequently to get out to push the wheels, 
the reins being delivered over to me ; and many a laugh 
I had, although frightened, at the frantic rush these two 
would make after the cart when the horses at last bolted 
off, I doing my best to hold them in, so as to allow the 
little Hottentot (who in spite of his broken ribs was an 
active fellow) to jump in, and then extending a hand 
backwards to Jimmy, who had to take flying leaps up to 
the back seat. 

The broken ribs of our driver occasioned him, much to 
his sorrow, to transgress the regulation laid down that, 
when approaching any dwelling, the driver of a post-cart 
is to blow a horn. A Hottentot delights in any row on a 
thing supposed to be a musical instrument, and our Jehu 
so greatly deplored his inability to perform his duty, that 
I^ not at that time appreciating the true cause of his grief. 
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oflTered to endeavour to extract sounds from the old brass 
horn. My endeavours were, however, not crowned with 
success, nor were Jimmy's. We achieved a great puffing 
out of our cheeks and a peculiar snorting noise, but 
nothing more. By nightfall we arrived at a house, which 
impressed me as the most squalid I had ever seen — ^I 
do not mean the combination of poverty and dirt to 
be seen in London, bufc squalor in £he midst of plenty. 
This is a common sight amongst the Boers, but it was 
a new one then to me ; and it remains stamped on my 
memory. We approached this dwelling by a road which 
was invisible to me ; indeed I had long ceased to wonder 
at our driver having, as he said at starting, forgotten 
the '^ road,'^ for often when he seemed undecided as to 
wtich he should take, I could discern none whatever over 
the bare, dried grass. It was a raw evening with a mist 
coming on, and the long low-ropfed cabin stuck down in 
the middle of the veldt, with three stunted trees near it, 
looked cheerless in the extreme. Our advent was heralded 
by a barking chorus from a number of gaunt dogs ; this 
brought out seven men and boys. The little Hottentot 
whispered "You must shake hands with every one;" 
and I descended and instantly commenced operations. 
The oldest of the men led us into the house, where we shook 
hands with a woman and a number of girls, big and little, 
terminating with a small baby. All the hands were very 
dirty. 

I leaned against the half-door and looked out at the 
three trees, wishing very much that I could speak to 
these people, and turning, saw Jimmy sitting disconso- 
lately near me, whilst ranged round the room on benches, 
sat the family, regarding us gravely. It was absolutely 
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necessary to say or do somethings so T made a desperate 
effort to form some sounds resembling Datcli out of a 
combination of German and English. One of the little 
girls was a pretty curly-headed little creature with large 
serious eyes. I thought I would make her the subject 
of my remarks. I daresay that the expression of my face 
was more intelligible than my words, for the woman looked 
pleased, and the eldest of the men said something to the 
effect that she was his daughter. 

The Hottentot now appeared, and squatted on the step of 
the half-door, and he was able to act as interpreter. The 
family consisted of a man and his wife and their children. 
It seemed wonderful, for there really appeared to be less 
than ten years difference between the two eldest men : 
presently more gawky boys came in and shook hands, until 
the whole family being assembled, I discovered that there 
were, I think, fourteen children. They were rich in flocks 
and herds, and yet all but the father, mother, and two 
eldest sons were barefooted; none had stockings ; none 
appeared to be possessed of a brush and comb, or of 
soap! 

*' I wonder if they are going to give us anything to 
eat,'' whispered Jimmy. '^ Ask them.'' 

I did not like to do so, not knowing whether it might 
be considered a liberty, as I did not know whether pay- 
ment for food would be accepted ; but I wondered too, 
for I was very hungry, having eaten nothing but a little 
bread since morning. 

Presently the eldest girl brought me abasin, with a small 
quantity of water in it, and a not over- clean-looking cloth. 
I had my own soap and towel, and washed ; the same basin 
and water was presented to Jimmy, who washed ; it then 
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passed to the father^ who threw the water on his face and 
hands and wiped them with the cloth^ and from him it 
passed in regular order down to the youngest boy, a lad 
of about eleven I The girls did not wash. A cloth was 
now laid on the table, and plates with bowls on them 
placed on it, a big basin full of milk, and a dish full of a 
sort of hard, crisp bread, peculiar to this country and very 
nice, was placed near it. Jimmy, the father, and I had 
knives, forks, and spoons, the rest had spoons only. It 
was dark now, and a tallow candle illumined the scene. 
The father said a long grace in Dutch, and then the 
mother helped all to milk and biscuits — the hard bread is 
called Boer biscuit here — whilst the eldest girl brought 
in a very small piece of boiled mutton. This the father 
cut into three pieces, giving one to Jimmy, one to me, 
and reserving one for himself. I enjoyed my supper, and 
ended my meat before my host had finished his. Seeing 
this, I saw him eye me thoughtfully for a minute or so 
with uplifted knife and fork, then he pushed his own 
plate over to me. I smiled, thanked him in German, 
and shook my head, whereupon he drew it back again 
with a look of relief, and ate the meat that remained on 
it. And this man had hundreds of fat wethers, and full- 
flanked oxen grazing on his farm 1 

I think grace was said when all was done, and shortly 
after various sheep and goat-skins were spread on the 
floor, and on a bench by the side of the room ; and then 
the mother signed to me to follow her, and led me into a 
dark little closet, in which was a big very dirty-looking 
bed, a number of little delft bowls on a shelf, and abso- 
lutely nothing else. On the bare rafters various articles, 
including rags of apparel, Were hung. Here she left me, 
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without a candle, the only light I received being from 
the candle in the sitting-room, which showed over the 
top of the door. There was a window^ or rather a small 
opening in the wall, with a shatter to it ; this was open 
when 1 went in, and to it I trusted for light and air ; but 
hardly had the woman left me, ere I heard it being 
barricaded, in some very secure manner judging from 
the noise, on the outside ; then the candle went out in 
the sitting-room, and I heard sounds of people lying 
down. I lay down dressed, and for a long time listened 
to such a chorus of snoring that I felt convinced the 
whole family were sleeping in the sitting-room; and, 
such was indeed the case, as I learnt next morning from 
Jimmy. He slept with one of the sons on the bench. 
None of the party undressed. Boers never do when 
they go to bed, not even in case of illness ; indeed, they 
think it the height of impropriety to do so — so much so 
that a Boer who travelled in the waggon of an English 
Africander, an acquaintance of mine, afterwards said to 
the wife of the latter, — 

*^ I shall never travel in William's waggon again with 
him; it is so dreadful of him to take his trousers off 
when he goes to bed.^' 

My bed was the domicile of innumerable insects. 

We had coffee and a wash in the basin, and started 
early. The horses were of the usual description, the 
scenery of the usual description, and the delivery of 
letters of the usual description ; and this reminds me that 
I have not described the operation. On arriving at a 
place where horses had to be changed, the little Hottentot 
would request me to stand up, and, opening the top of 
the seat he and I occupied, would take out a lot of rags 
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and pieces of leather^ which seemed to be considered as 
yalaables to be kept^ and then pull out the letters, 
parcels, and papers, and make them over to me to de- 
cipher their addresses. The addresses were generally 
badly written, the names Dutch, and the places unknown 
to me; hence I think it probable that a great many 
letters went astray. I know my audience, namely, the 
driver and a Boer or two, more than once said they 
did not know the name of the individual I read out. 
However, the little Hottentot settled the matter somehow, 
and I suppose there were no more letters left wrongly 
on this occasion than on any other. It has sometimes 
occurred to me to wonder how letters get to their desti- 
nation at all in the Orange Free State, judging from 
my experience of the post-cart, and fi'om the fact that I 
heard from several persons at Heilbronn that the usual 
driver of the post-cart, namely, the Kaffir with whom my 
excitable friend in Harrismith had dealt so summarily, 
lived in a constant state of intoxication, frequently lying 
for hours on the ground by the side of the post-eart, 
whilst the wretched horses grazed, glad enough to be rid 
of their tormentor, who, when he was in his seaii, always 
drove at a gallop, flogging them without intermission. 

I forget whether it was on this day, or on the pre- 
vious one that we came to a small river with very steep 
banks, and that the small Hottentot informed us that 
we had better get out of the vehicle, as he felt sure it 
would be upset. I concurred in this opinion, although 
getting out meant fording the river on foot ; and indeed, 
if there had been any weight behind them the horses 
would certainly have upset the concern ; as it was, they 
jibbed and plunged on the sharp descent, and then bolted 
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through the river and up the other side. How the cart 
held together during the frantic leaps it had to take 
over the big stones that strewed the bottom of the river, 
and the road beyond it, I don't know — the more so as 
one wheel had been shaky from the time we started. 
Jimmy and I waded through the river, which came up 
nearly to my knees, and had to climb into the cart as 
quickly as we could, and off we went again. It was 
Sunday now, and we ought to have been in Heilbronn 
on Saturday evening. We were to have two more 
changes of horses, and were to pass through the small 
town of Frankfurt before reaching our destination. 

Our last change but one brought us a pair of very 
fine horses, if they had been in good condition ; but they 
were very thin, their chests raw from the pressure of 
the chest-strap (collars are not used here), and they 
looked very vicious. It was hard work harnessing them, 
and then there was a pitched battle before they would 
start It was no wonder, for it must have been dreadful 
pain to throw their raw chests against the band; the 
blood was running from them before the poor brutes 
chose that pain instead of the pain of the flogging they 
were getting from three men besides the driver. It 
really was dangerous work driving these horses, for they 
were very strong, hard-mouthed, and added kicking to 
the accomplishments of the animals we had before had ; 
in fact, not far from our starting-point one of them sent 
his hoof through the splash-board in unpleasant proximity 
to my knee. It was early in the afternoon when we 
reached Frankfurt. I was told there was a village there ; 
but all I saw was a small white house, the post-office ; 
another small white house of a shape that suggested to 
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me that it was a churcb^ and which I learnt was one ; 
and I think three little cottages with gardens^ in a rOw 
at a little distance. There were some children and girls 
in their best dresses lounging near the post-office^ one of 
whom I particularly remember^ owing to the strange 
incongruity of her attire with both her appearance and 
her surroundings. She was a podgy young lady of about 
sixteen^ and was arrayed in a white skirt^ over which a 
pink polonaise of some miserable sort of stuff was put 
on, and a hat with bad imitation flowers in it. 

The postmaster, or some one who I supposed was he, 
came out and received letters ; told me also in answer to 
my inquiries that Heilbronn was not very far, but that 
we had a very ugly spruit to cross. I asked if we could 
not have other horses ; but he said that was impossible — 
and we started again. We got the horses off well, and 
were bowling down a grassy decline towards the three 
cottages before named, when the little Hottentot dis- 
covered a letter by his side which he had not left. He 
pulled up the horses, and the postmaster and another 
man — a little short man, with black hair and whiskers, a 
black coat, and a white collar — came running up. Now 
the question was to start the horses again. They 
evidently thought that having started once they had 
done their duty ; they had no idea of doing it for a second 
time, and proceeded to display all their accomplishments. 

In the meantime the little black man, who had a very 
goodnatured broad face, favoured us with descriptions 
of the spruit in front of us. 

'^ The cart is generally upset there," he said cheerfully. 

" Very often, at least," said the postmaster ; " it was 
upset last time." 
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" I really think you are bound to find me other horses,'' 
I said then. '* The persons who have the management of 
this post-cart are certainly responsible for any damage a 
passenger may receive, when sach horses as you see these 
to be are kept in it. There must be some other horses 
here, and you are in duty bound to take these out/' 

The two men looked somewhat convinced. 

" I would ask Mr. to lend his horses/' said the 

postmaster, '' but they are in the veldt, and would have 
to be sent for, and there would be great delay ; you are 
a day behind time already." 

I very nearly laughed. 

" Well," I said, " not so much delay as if we are 
upset and the cart broken in the spruit ; and you must 
see that is what will probably take place with these 
horses." 

My listeners seemed suddenly convinced; the eflfect 
of my words was magical ! It was instantly agreed that 
the horses should be sent for to the veldt, and my cheer- 
ful-looking little friend in black requested me to descend 
and accept of his hospitality. He offered his arm, and 
asked abruptly whether I was a member of the Esta- 
blished Church? My reply in the negative completely 
stunned him, or completely satisfied him; he made no 
further remark, but led me to one of the three white 
cottages. This reminded me of an English farmhouse, 
and was a very pleasant relief. Some neighbours, who 
all talked English, dropped in, and we had tea and bread 
and butter. 

Poor Jimmy had not been asked in, and I felt very 
sorry for him whilst eating my bread and butter, for I 
knew he must be very hungry. It was getting some- 

I) 2 



36 A Lady Trader in the Transvaal, 

what late in the afternoon when we started once more, 
the owner of the horses which had replaced the vicions 
pair using his own harness and driving himself^ whilst 
the Hottentot drove his steeds walking behind them. 
The spruit was a very ugly one, but we got over it all 
right, thanks to this kind Frankfurtian, whose name I 
forget. He left us at the house where we got our last 
change. The horses were good, and we got into Heil- 
bronn by dark without farther adventure. 



A Lady Trader in tlie Transvaal. 2>7 



CHAPTER V. 

Whatever it may be now I do not know^ but then 
Heilbronn consisted of a square of fifteen small houses, 
and a few outstanding ones, stuck on a slope in the 
middle of a perfectly bare country. If you walked to the 
upper side of the village, you could look along a grassy 
expanse to where it touched the horizon, whichever way 
you turned your head. The hotel was a long low cottage. 
The entrance door led you straight into the sitting-room, 
from whence a step led you into the dining-room at the 
back. Two doors at each side of the sitting-room, each 
led you into a small bedroom. That is the plan of pretty 
nearly all Boer houses that have any pretensions — the 
architects of the nation can conceive nothing grander. 
The size may vary, but ihe plan remains. There were 
other tiny bedrooms built at the back, to get to which 
one had to go from the dining-room into the yard. Two 
of these were appropriated to Jimmy^s and my use. 

The people of the inn — a man and wife with a large 
family — were good sort of people, I think, and wished 
to make us as comfortable as they could. They had two 
other boarders, unmarried men who had some employ- 
ment in the village, and a good many men came there to 
dine. It was a strange gathering at meals, and the con- 



o 



8 A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 



versation was amusing. Veiy odd, too, it appeared to 
me, to hear shopkeepers in this fanny little town looked 
upon as magnates in the land. Of course everybody 
knew everybody, and was free and easy with everybody, 
and of course Keilbronn deligKted in gossip ; what small 
place does not ? 

We arrived two days before Christmas Day, and on 
Christmas-eve mine hosts gave a dance in the public 
sitting-room. Amongst the guests were the judge of 
the place, and the magistrate, or landroost, a shopkeeper or 
two, some of their assistants, and a dressmaker. During 
the pauses of dancing a musical box played — the dance 
music itself was performed on a fiddle — and there were 
some songs. But oh, the dancing ! Whilst it was going 
on, I sat a spectator in the dining-room. They all danced 
with great gravity and ponderosity, if I may use such a 
word; but some clung to each other as they hopped 
heavily round and round to a waltz tune ; others charged 
round savagely with outstretched arms, to the imminent 
danger of their neighbours; others held their arms 
stretched down so tightly that they looked as if they 
were mutually desirous of dislocating each other's 
shoulders; whilst one couple, a chubby little man and 
woman, regardless of the time of either the music or the 
dancing of the others, with a stolid smile on each fat 
little face, turned slowly round and round as on a pivot. 
I cannot say how they managed it; their progression 
was very slow, and they seemed quite regardless of the 
collision^ they came in for. I saw them get a thump 
from one of the chargers which would have knocked a 
less steady couple down, but only caused them to totter ; 
but the comicality of their appearance at last tickled me 
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80 mach that I felt I must laagh if I stayed^ and so I took 
myself off to bed. 

The entire town of Heilbronn was going out on a pic- 
nic (a combined picnic) on Christmas Day. Great had 
been the preparations, and hence great was the woe when 
Christmas Day broke with a drizzling rain. The great 
question, to go or not to go ? waa discussed until ten o'clock, 
when there being a slight diminution of the drizzle, it 
was unanimously decided that it was going to clear up, 
and the whole white population of Heilbronn went off in 
waggons and carts. Of course there had been great dis- 
cussion as to who was to go in who's waggon, and who's 
cart was to take up whom ; and the arrangements had 
been slightly complicated at the last moment by two 
young gentlemen having brought their cart and horses 
up to the door of the hotel, and there upset it and broken 
it — ^learding one to the conclusion that the festivities of 
the previous night had been too much for them. How- 
ever, everything was at last arranged, and Heilbronn was 
deserted for the nonce by its inhabitants. The landlady 
informed me that she had killed two fowls, picked a dish 
of peas, and made a plum-pudding, for the benefit of 
Jimmy and myself, and had given her Hottentot girl 
strict injunctions to make us comfortable. This W£is her 
parting blessing, and we were left alone. 

There was nothing very amusing to be done. There 
was the musical box, and it seemed to afford some enter- 
tainment to Jimmy, for he kept it playing nearly all day, 
driving me almost to insanity thereby ; and there were 
some children's stories of good and bad children, and a 
mutilated copy of "Ivanhoe." The rain came down 
heavily after the picnic party had started, and appeared 
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likely to continue coming down. Presently we had 
dinner^ minus the peas^ which I suppose the Hottentot 
girl kept for herself. 

In the afternoon, rather late, the weather cleared, and 
Jimmy and I walked a little outside the village, and I 
gave him his first lesson in pistol-shooting. As we were 
returning I was accosted by a man, who asked me if I 
were not the lady that was going up country with a party 
of gentlemen who were expected in Heilbronn daily. I 
answered in the affirmative ; and he then told me that he 
was the proprietor of one of the spans of oxen our con- 
ductor had. (I think he was in some sort a partner of 
his.) He said he heard that many of them were dead of 
red-water, and that our conductor flogged them cruelly, 
and had beaten a Kaffir who was with him severely. I 
said it was all true. It was this man who told me the 
real reason of our conductor bringing us to Heilbronn. 
He asked us to go to his cottage, which stood a little 
apart from the village ; and we went, and found his wife 
(a pretty young woman) and his baby there. The man was 
an Englishman with a pleasant English face. He was^ as 
he looked and spoke, of the small farmer class. His wife 
was colonial bom. They were very kind and hospitable, 
and gave us a very nice tea. 

On our return to the hotel we found the party had 
returned in very bad humour. I should not think 
picnicking under a tarpaulin stretched between two 
waggons in a thick drizzling rain on a dead flat likely to 
conduce to good temper ; and then there were all the 
little jealousies and envyings sure to arise on such occasions 
— Mr. So-and-so had done this and said that, and so on. 
The picnic had set the whole little town by the ears ! 
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A day or two after, oar party arrived bringing my 
pony with them. I had heard that the horse-sickness 
was likely to be bad as soon as we crossed the Vaal, so I 
sold him at Heilbronn to my pleasant-looking English 
acquaintance, and resolved to travel thenceforth in the 
waggon. A good many things belonging to the con- 
ductor were taken out of it at Heilbronn, and it was 
made much more comfortable in consequence. 

The evening that we were to start, I went to take tea 
with the purchaser of my pony, and I have a vivid recol- 
lection of the excellent pancakes I was eating, when one 
of our party tapped at the door and said the waggon was 
waiting for me. Certainly a kind welcome given to a 
stranger travelling alone in a wild country, is one of the 
things the angel who records good actions ought always 
to make a note of. 

I missed my pony very much. To jolt hour after hour 
in an ox-waggon along a dead flat under a broiling sun 
is objectionable ; and being now always with the waggon, 
the spectacle of the brutality of our conductor to his 
oxen, and the fearful language used by him, were very 
bard to bear. 

We crossed the Vaal on New Year's eve, and I shall 
never forget his wanton cruelty on the occasion. The 
river separated us, or, powerless as I was, I should have 
felt called upon to interfere, as no one else seemed dis- 
posed to do BO. 

We were now in the Transvaal, and a day more took 
us to Heidelberg. We arrived there rather late at night, 
and I proceeded with Jimmy to the hotel. The waggon 
was outspanned a little outside the small town, but I was 
told that I could easily find the hotel by the moonlight. 
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and that it would be open. I followed the instructions 
given me for finding it, but when I arrived at the house 
I took to be the hotel, it seemed shut up for the night. 
It was a nice-looking cottage, standing in a pretty 
garden. Seeing no light in front, I walked to the back, 
where I saw a glimmer from a candle through the window 
shutters. This encouraged me, and I knocked at the 
door with my whip. After a pause, a very frightened 
female voice cried, '^Who is it?'* from within. '^A 
traveller,'' cried I ; ^^ is not this the hotel ? " Whereupon 
the door opened, and I saw a very pretty frightened face, 
with loose hair hanging about it, and a little figure robed 
ia white. " Oh, how you frightened me ! " it said; *^ my 
husband is not at home. No, this is not the hotel." Of 
course I expressed the deepest contrition, and the 
frightened little lady told me where to go to. 

Little Heidelberg, sleeping in the moonlight, with the 
hills around showing brown against the clear sky, looked 
refreshing after the dreary Free State. We got to the 
hotel presently. It was shut up, but I was emboldened 
to knock by two considerations ; the first, that I could 
not go back to the waggon, because the men I knew 
would already be asleep in it ; the second, that I had met 
the proprietor of the hotel at the Willow River, and he 
had told me to be sure to come to his house. I knocked, 
and knocked, until Jimmy said, " How can you go on 
knocking like that ? Well, I never thought you could do 
such a thing." At last a man's voice from within asked, 
^' What do you want ? Who are you? " 

'* A traveller, " I cried in return. '' Can't I have a 
bed ?" 

The door was unbolted, and I saw my roadside ac- 
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qaaintance^ who had evidently just got out of bed. 
can^t give you a bed/' he said ; ^' weVe f ull.^ 

" Oh, Mr. Dubois/' said I, " don^t you remember telling 
me that I must come here ? Do, please, let me in. I 
can't go back to the waggon, the men will all be asleep in 
it." Mr. Dubois was mollified. He let me into the 
room, where I saw a rough-looking man sitting up between 
the blankets on a sofa- bedstead. 

'' Here,'' said Mr. Dubois, '' you must put youi* boots 
on, and you can sleep in there," pointing to a back-room, 
'' and let the lady have your place." So the rough-looking 
man tumbled out ; and Jimmy said good-night, and 
had to go back to the waggon; Mr. Dubois brought 
me a piece of candle, and I tumbled into bed, and went 
very fast asleep in a minute. 

Nothing particular occurred during our trek from 
Heidelberg to Pretoria, until we were quite close to the 
latter place. I think it was at our last outspan that a 
man, who, in spite of a rakish look, was more like a 
gentleman than any one I had seen during my travels, 
rode up to the waggon, and dismounting, entered into 
conversation. His manners and address confirmd what 
his appearance had suggested to me. Long after, I heard 
something of this individual's story, which still farther 
confirmed my first impression ; the end of it is worth 
telling, as illustrative of habits and customs out here. 
It is an odd thing that Boers, although adverse to the 
English, are very proud if they can induce Englishmen 
to marry into their families. Our roadside acquaintance, 
who had earned for himself the sobriquet of "mad" 
amongst his intimates, was sane enough to make use of 
this little peculiarity. Being very completely on his beam- 
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ends for about the hundredtli time^ he wooed and won 
a young Boeress^ whose father was prepared to give 
a handsome portion. Having used all his fascinations 
so as completely to infatuate his wife and make her think 
herself the happiest of women, he suddenly decamped, 
and had got to the Vaal River, on his way into the Free 
State, when his father-in-law overtook him. The old 
gentleman was in an agony of rage and anxiety for his 
daughter, who of course was doing what old women call 
'* taking on ^' pretty considerably ; the husband was quite 
cool. He told the story of himself. 

'' What's your figure ? '' he asked of his infuriated 
relative. '* Make it high enough, and I'll go back, other- 
wise Tm off ! '' 

'^ Will five hundred sheep do ? '' gasped the old gentle- 
man. The younger shook his head. 

*' No," he said, " not enough; just consider how dread- 
fully I shall be bored. Make it a thousand, and Fll say 
done.'' And the old fellow made it a thousand. 

This individual told us that he was out in command of 
volunteers, as it was thought that the Boers might break 
out next day, when they said they meant to come armed 
into Pretoria. Of course they did not come into Pretoria. 
Personally I, writing this in the besieged camp of 
Pretoria, don't believe they ever will do so ; but it made 
one feel a pleasant sort of e:&citement to think that they 
might, and that we should be just in time to see them do it« 

We came into Pretoria through a Poort, or opening 
between the hills, called, I think, Bobian Poort, literally 
Baboon Entrance. There are no baboons on the hills 
now, but I suppose there were not long ago. Little 
Pretoria, with its blue gums and willow-trees, and its 
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suTTonnding hills, looked very pretty in the light of the 
fast-setting sun. It was nearly dark by the time we had 
oatspanned on a common at the upper end of the town. 
I asked the manager if he had inquired which hotel was 
the best for a lady to lodge at. He said he had ; that 
the ''European" was the one recommended; and I 
started off with Jimmy. I had to ask my way from a 
gentleman I saw sitting under his verandah on the out- 
skirts of the town, and then to walk down a longish road, 
with rose hedges at each side, and with a sound of running 
water to be heard, which, although it was too dark to see 
them, told me that there must be rivulets at both sides 
too. The cottages, standing back in their gardens, with 
lights in the windows, looked pleasant and home-like, 
and I was almost sorry when the pretty road ended in the 
market-square, with an ugly white church in the middle 
of it. There were lights in two buildings forming one of 
the comers of this square— low long cottages, and I 
rightly guessed them both to be hotels. Neither of these 
appeared to be suited for a lady's lodging — the bar being 
the leading feature in both, and a number of loud-talking 
men, in broad hats, short coats, and riding-boots, lounging 
in front of them. I asked a passer-by which was the 
" European," and he showed me the one which had a 
verandah, and appeared the fuller of the two. I could 
see that it had a public dining-room, which seemed 
crammed, but the only entrance was through the bar \ 
80, taking heart of grace, into the bar I walked. It was 
as full as it could be of men of the kind who frequent 
bars ; but, luckily for me, behind the bar itself stood a man 
who was a gentleman — the then proprietor of the '' Euro- 
pean/' since dead (he was killed by lightning, together 
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with the horsefl he was driving). I asked this gentleman 
whether I coald obtain a lodging at his hotel, telling him 
at the same time how I had just arrived^ a stranger^ in 
Pretoria, and had been told that the *' European '* was the 
best hotel for a lady to go to. •' Well,*' he said cour- 
teously, '' you have been misinformed ; it is completely a 
man's hotel. In fact it is not an hotel, but simply a restau- 
rant." I bowed, and asked if he could tell me where to 
go, as I could not return to the waggon. " If you step 
into my private room/' he said, *' I will send you some 
supper, and I will send round to the '^ Edinburgh " and 
*' Royal " to know if they have a room to spare." I was 
only too glad of the offer. Jimmy went back to the 
waggons, and I had a nice little supper whilst I waited. 
But alas ! there was not a room at either hotel ; all were 
full. Mr. Carter (in this instance I give the real name of 
the individual) then said that all he could propose was this : 
there was a small room at a little distance from the hotel, 
whose usual occupant was absent. Mr. Carter had the 
key, and I could use it for that night. I forthwith started, 
with a coolie servant for a guide, and was taken to a small 
room in a stable-yard' behind a public-house. There was 
a stable at one side, and I could hear men's voices in the 
room at the other side. It was a comfortable little room, 
and I observed a woman's dress hanging on a peg. Here 
my guide left me after he had lighted a candle. I pro- 
ceeded to investigate the fastenings of the door and 
window. The former I could lock, but there was no way 
of fastening the other. It was not very pleasant, for the 
little I had seen of Pretoria that night had made me 
acquainted with the fact, which farther acquaintance only 
confirmed^ that it is a very rowdy little village, and that a 
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woman might better walk about late in London or Paris 
than in that place. I began to wish I had brought my 
pistol with me; however, there was no use wishing, and 
so I put a chair on the table that stood under the little 
window, so as to be sure of hearing if any one attempted 
to get in, and then turned into bed, and found it very 
comfortable. 

The next morning I had nothing to do but to go to 
breakfast at the " European." The eating-room was full 
of men, but Mr. Carter took me into it himself, and 
seated me at a little table ; this he did at each meal as 
long as I stayed there, for which I am still grateful to 
him. That whole day I passed looking for a lodging, but 
could find none, and had to sleep once more in my little 
room. The next day was the same. In the morning a 
gentleman spoke to me as I was standing under the 
verandah of the '^ European." ^' You are looking for a 
lodging, I believe ? " he said. I replied in the affirmative. 
" So am I," quoth he ; '^ let us go together ;" so off we 
started.^ Life is very free and easy out here, as will be 
observed, not only on this occasion but on various others 
throughout my story. The gentleman told me how he 
came to be in Pretoria— he was travelling to see the 
country ; and I told him something of how I came to be 
in Pretoria. We walked about and called at various 
houses, but fruitlessly ; at last, as we were walking along 
a grassy rose-hedged lane, which in Pretoria is called a 
street, we saw two fashionably dressed ladies standing 
under the verandah of a cottage with a strip of garden in 
front. *' Let us ask them if they let lodgings," said my 
companion. " I don't think it would do," responded I ; 
but he evidently thought it would, for he went up and 
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asked^ and I thought I might as well go up too, under 
the circumstances. The ladies were very kind ; they did 
not let lodgings, but they asked us in ; my acquaintance 
soon left us to go in quest of some abode, but I was tired 
both of walking and of looking for a room, and I stayed 
and chatted, and had a cup of coffee. 

In the afternoon, whilst standing under the ''European '' 
verandah, I was accosted by the volunteer officer we had 
met on the road, and shortly afterwards by the gentleman 
who had on the night of my arrival told me the way to 
the hotel. In conversation with them I mentioned my 
difficulties about finding a room, and also the fact that I 
had two letters of introduction to ladies in Pretoria, but 
that I was loath to present them so long as presenting 
them was tantamount to asking them to put me up. I 
mentioned the names of the ladies, and one of the gentle- 
men said he knew them ; and with that he walked off, and 
presently reappeared bringing with him a gentleman, 
whom he introduced to me as Mr. Farquarson, the husband 
of one of the ladies, and the son-in-law of the other. Mr. 
Farquarson took me to see Mrs. Parker, whose house was 
not far from the hotel ; but on the way he heard from 
some one that she was not at home, and hence I simply 
gave him my letters of introduction and returned to the 
hotel ; but not immediately, for I took a solitary walk first 
on the outskirts of the village, and thereby missed seeing 
the two ladies, who called at the "European'' whilst I 
was out. 

Early the next morning I heard a knocking at tlie 
door, and the coolie's voice outside, saying I must get up 
at once and clear out, that the Newcastle post-cart had 
just come in, and brought the rightful owner of the room 
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I was in. As may be sapposed^ I turned out pretty 
quickly. But my difficulties were to cease that day, for 
Mr. Farquarson came in the morning and carried me off to 
his cottage at the upper end of the town. Oh, how nice 
it did seem, with its carpets, and sofas, and nice little 
nicknacks, and, best of all, its pretty mistress, after 
trayelUng so long with rough men ! 

I went afterwards to Mrs. Parker^s cottage, smaller 
but prettier ; a very gem of a little cottage, with a small 
brilliant garden in front, and a well -filled kitchen-garden 
and orchard behind, and a verandah all overhung with 
beautiful creepers, and with ferns in pots, and easy-chaijrs, 
under it, with graceful young trees standing all round it; 
and with a pretty setter who gave her paw, and a little 
spring-bok, and a cross little prairie-dog, or meer-cat as 
it is called here, as its inhabitants, without counting the 
mistress of all these nice things ; mistress also of two of 
the smallest maid-servants I ever saw — two little Hotten- 
tot, or rather Bushman, sisters. They were mere children, 
but they looked like two pretty little baby monkeys, 
tripping about noiselessly with their little bare feet, and 
dressed in their clean little print frocks. The old lady 
was a relation of old friends of mine in England, and her 
house and that of her adopted daughter, Mrs. Farquarson, 
seemed veritable harbours of refuge to me. 



K 



50 A Lady Trader in the TransvaaL 



CHAPTER VI. 

We remained a week in Pretoria^ during which time all 
our things had to be removed fix)m the waggons that had 
brought us from lyUrban^ and packed on two others 
which were to convey us to Rustemberg. This was the 
destination of our party, and it had been arranged that I 
was to be lodged and boarded at the farmhouse of the 
farm they were to work on, and there to remain for a 
year, during which time I was to receive instruction in 
the superintendence of South African farming, while I 
intended to employ my spare time in learning Dutch — 
or what is called Dutch here, for the Dutch talked by 
the Boers is such a mere patois, with Elaffir, Hottentot, 
and even English words, mixed up in it, that a real 
Dutchman, or what they call here a Hollander, neither 
understands it nor is understood by the Boers. 

When I saw the waggons which were to convey us to 
Rustemberg my heart sank within me. One was a buck- 
waggon, the other a long tent-waggon. The buck- 
waggon was provided with a buck-sail or tarpaulin, the 
tent of the other was supposed to keep out the rain 
without any tarpaulin; but as one could see daylight 
through it, it was not likely to be of much avail. It 
was so packed that it was impossible for any one to sit 
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up in it^ and only a space of about a foot and a half left 
at the back to allow of dressings whilst the flap at the 
back was so ragged that it was easy to see through it^ 
and impossible to fasten it tightly down. Then my tent, 
which I had lent to the party at their request during my 
stay in Pretoria, was lost by them during the loading-up 
process. 

We started about the middle of the day; our oxen 
were a mixed lot — a very bad thing, for if oxen are to 
pull well, one must span them in their accustomed places 
and on their accustomed sides. Many oxen will never 
make either good fore or hind oxen. Our drivers were a 
half-cast of the name of William, and a Kaffir. William 
drove the tent-waggon. We were hardly out of Pretoria 
when, at a very small brook, we broke the '' disselboom,'' 
or pole, of one of the waggons, I forget which. This 
caused a long delay, for William had to go back to 
Pretoria to get a new one. In the meantime we remained 
outspanned, in a valley about two miles broad and about 
sixty long. It runs between the Magaliesberg and the 
Witt-waters Bandt ; and if any one wants to know the 
positions of these big hills, or ranges of hills, let them 
look at the map. The next day William brought the 
disselboom in a donkey-cart, and we started rather late 
in the afternoon. There are three high roads by which 
one can go from Pretoria to Bustemberg in a waggon. 
One goes over Mosilikats-nek, commonly called Silikats- 
nek^ one over Commando-nek, and another over 
Oliphants-nek. We were to go over Silikats-nek, and 
hence took the turn which leads to it. The tent-waggon 
was leading, and was well ahead of the other ; and the 
Kaffir driver of the other went along the main road 
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without troabling himself to look where the leading 
waggon was. Some of the men were with one, the rest 
with the other waggon. The blankets of the party were 
on one, the food all on the other. It was nearly dark by 
the time we outspanned, and this division of property 
made the evening and night agreeable for both divisions 
of our party. 

The back-waggon joined us the next morning, and we 
got as far as the foot of Silikats-nek by mid-day. The 
scenery here is fine. The waggon was outspanned under 
some trees in the middle of thick bush ; above us rose 
the ragged sides of the Magaliesberg, now beginning to 
show what becomes its characteristic farther down the 
valley, namely, a precipice of some hundred feet high 
crowning its wooded sides. This formation is here called, 
not inappropriately, a kranz, or crown. Creepers hung 
in festoons round the bushes, turning them into bowers 
or impenetrable barriers, as the case might be. 

I rambled about in this refreshing maze of verdure until 
dinner was ready, and then I determined to walk on over 
the nek in front of the waggon, and so not only enjoy the 
scenery undisturbed, but avoid the flogging of the oxen 
and accompanying yelling, which was sure to ensue as 
soon as the oxen took the hilL I inquired particularly of 
William as to what road I was to take, and he instructed 
me to k^p to the left. William spoke a little English. 
Arrived at the top of the nek, where the road is, as it 
were, cut out from between two masses of rock, I looked 
down on a park-like scene, the well-made road, of a 
reddish colour, winding through clusters of trees, 
some of a good size, others small, and most of them 
festooned by graceful creepers. Leaving an apparently 
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old road to my right, I kept along this pretty road until I 
saw another one turn off to the right. Here I hesitated, but 
my instruction having been to keep to the left, I did so. 

Presently a sudden thunder-storm caused me to take 
shelter under a thick bower of trees and creepers. This 
was, however, not thick enough to prevent my being wet 
through by the rain, which came down so quick and 
strong that it soon turned the road into a river. The 
storm passed, but no waggon was to be seen or heard, 
and T, although soaking wet, still wandered on, keeping 
in the grass by the side of the road. I was tempted on 
by the quiet beauty of the scene, and by a love of solitude, 
which had been denied to me for some time. Presently 
a small tax-cart, drawn by two weedy-looking ponies, 
came along the road towards me. In it were two men, 
one an oldish man with a big beard, the other a sleek but 
dirty-looking little fellow in black clothes, with a sancti- 
monious look about him. The former said ^' Good-even- 
ing ! '' as he passed, which made me stop and ask him if I 
were on the Rustemberg road. He asked where my 
waggon was ; and I told him I had left it at Silikats-nek. 
" Then,'* he said, '^ I think you probably have passed the 
turn you should have taken, to the right. You can go to 
Bustemberg by this road, but it is a little out of your 
way. There is a farmhouse not far off, but I can hardly 
recommend you to go to it, for the people are not very nice.*' 
I thanked him, and he drove on. I now considered that 
as it was near sunset, if the waggons had taken the other 
road I could easily pick them up, as they would be out- 
spanned for the night, and that I should be able to know 
whether they had done so by the fresh marks of wheels 
and oxen's feet, and hence I determined to walk a little 
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farther, until the farmhouse should come in sight. Com- 
mando-neck, with its high kranz towering above its 
brother hills, and showing sharp against a dark bank of 
cloud with edges gilt by the setting sun, and the queer 
piping of some pretty birds with crests that darted in and 
out amongst the trees, and whose nearer acquaintance I 
was anxious to make, were too much for me. Presently 
the small white farmhouse, built in a clearing, came in 
sight, and I stopped. The thunder was beginning to 
growl once more, and bright flashes of lightning to light 
up the dark mass of cloud behind the precipice of the nek, 
whilst the nearer hills and the trees were burnished by 
the setting sun. 

I stood and looked, then turned, but only to stop and 
look again, although in front of me when I turned the sky 
looked unpleasantly lowering. Presently, however, a 
tremendous crash of thunder, accompanied by some very 
large drops, warned me to be moving. But I had waited 
too long ; before many minutes the sky was as dark as 
night, the rain began to fall, though not very heavily, and 
when I reached the road I thought the waggon might 
have taken, I could only see it by the flashes of lightning. 
It was evident no waggon had passed there. It was now 
pitch dark, and I had some difficulty in finding the old 
road which I had remarked on my way out. By the 
flashes of lightning I again discovered that no waggon 
had been there. I now concluded that the waggon had 
had some mishap on the nek, and soon I heard voices, 
and came up to the party and to the tent-waggon, out- 
spanned on the very top of the ascent. The buck-waggon 
with all the eatables in it had stuck half way up. The 
rain was coming down pretty sharp now. There was 
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notliing to eat or to drink but some rum, of which the 
men were partaking, and I, being still wet through, 
thought it best to follow their example before rolling 
myself up in my damp blankets, for the tent leaked, as I 
expected. 

When I woke the next morning I found it still drizzling, 
but with a look in the sky as if the day would be fine. If 
our former conductor insisted on starting early, and ruled 
our party, William let them do as they liked, the result 
being that they did not get out of their blankets until 
long after the sun was up. The waggon on the hill was 
presently brought up, and we started late. We made but 
one short trek, which brought us to the Crocodile 
River, where we did a very foolish thing, namely, out- 
spanned before crossing. It is better even with tired 
oxen to make them take their waggon through a river at 
the end of a trek, than try to make them do it just after 
they are inspanned and before they are warm. It was a 
very pretty place, with tangled brushwood and tallish 
trees scattered over the grass and forming a bower over 
the river in parts. The next morning broke beautifully, 
and I enjoyed the pretty view, and had early cofEee from 
William's kettle long before the rest of the party thought 
of stirring, so that it was late in the morning before we 
spanned in. The ford, or drift, as it is here called, is a 
nasty one at this place. However, the tent-waggon, in 
which I was, went through all right. The buck- waggon 
stuck. There was much flogging and swearing, the end 
of which was that the disselboom broke, and the waggon 
remained in the middle of the stream. The oxen were then 
attached to it behind, it was pulled back to where it had 
started from, and the oxen turned loose whilst the dissel- 
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boom was being mended. This took some time, and 
when it was at last accomplished it was discovered that 
the oxen were lost amongst the thick bush. They were 
not forthcoming till late in the afternoon, when they took 
the waggon once more into the middle of the stream, 
where William and the Kaffir driver between them 
managed them so well that the disselboom was broken 
for the third time. It was near sunset, and a heavy 
storm was coming up. William, who said that getting 
into the water made him ill, and who hence contented 
himself by dancing about on the bank and shouting, 
determined to leave the waggon in the middle of the 
stream for the night, which, considering that in this 
country, as in many others, an hour suffices to turn a 
small stream into a roaring torrent, was a very prudent 
thing to do. No one objected to it, however, as far as I 
know, and so the waggon remained. 

That evening, before going to sleep, I made sundry 
arrangements in anticipation- of the storm that was evi- 
ently coming up. I put on my mackintosh, spread my 
waterproof sheet over me, placed a few articles, which I 
prized, under me, put a candle in my lantern, a box of 
matches in my pocket, rolled my blankets nicely round 
me, and then awaited what was to come. 

I was wakened by a rattling crash of thunder, followed by 
a series of explosions which seemed as if they must rend 
something in pieces \ the lightning was terrific, the wind 
howled round and battered the waggon as if it would over- 
turn it, the rain poured down in torrents, and I could hear 
the rush of the rising river. I lit my lamp, with difficulty 
protecting my match under my mackintosh. The sight 
was absurd 1 The rain was coming intD the waggon like a 
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shower-bath, and after forming lakes and pools all round 
me, was finding its way through the different articles 
down to and out of the bottom. Many of the men were 
sleeping under the waggon, and they presently began to 
become aware of this ; then it was amusing to hear their 
surprise and disgust. The people in the tent, too, began 
to rouse up ; altogether it was a lively night. The spec- 
tacle presented by our party the next morning was most 
comical, garments of all sorts being hung about on the 
bushes in a vain effort to dry them (for the day began 
and remained very showery), whilst their owners wandered 
about disconsolately. A new disselboom had to be got 
from a farmhouse at some distance, and it was rather late 
before the waggon was at last pulled out. The river had 
risen so much in the night that the water was nearly into 
it, and the buck-sail having been badly fastened down 
had blown oflT, and everything was drenched.' 

We made a short trek that evening, and outspanned 
just as the sun was setting. Shortly after, the grey- 
bearded man whom I had met in the cart near to Com- 
mando, rode up and asked us if he could do anything to 
help us, as his farm was close by. I asked him if he could 
get me a horse, or any other conveyance, to take me into 
fiustemberg. I felt sure that we should have some more 
mishaps before arriving there, and having been now three 
days without having been able to change my wet clothes, 
and obliged to sleep in damp blankets, I was getting 
tired of it. He said that he could not get me a horse, 
either to hire, or to buy, or to borrow ; that the horse he 
rode was a borrowed one ; and that it was very difficult 
to get horses, owing to the fact of the '' horse disease ^* 
being so very bad behind the Magaliesberg — so bad that 



58 A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 

very few horses ever '^ salted," i. e. recovered from the 
disease. He said^ however^ that he would do his best to 
get a trap to drive me over to Rustemberg^ and that he 
would let me know in the morning. 

True to his word^ my new acquaintance sent a Kaffir 
boy early the following morning to show me the way to 
his farm^ where I was to have breakfast^ and to find a 
cart and horses to take me to Rustemberg. I had 
managed, by taking a little walk, to find a bower of trees 
suitable for a dressing-room ; there I carried some water 
in a gutta percha pail from a neighbouring brook, and 
was able to make a little toilette ; then putting a few 
things into my valise, I started with the Kaffir. About 
a quarter of an hour's walk along a bridle-path took me 
to a little three-roomed and thatched cottage, built on a 
grassy slope at the foot of a spur of the Magaliesberg, 
with luxuriant orchards of orange, lemon, fig, peach, 
apricot, and quince trees in front of it, whilst a few 
healthy-looking coffee bushes testified to the mildness of 
the climate. 

Inside, the house was dark and comfortless. Its mis- 
tress, a kind-faced woman of about forty — ^bed-ridden with 
a painf al and chronic disease — welcomed me kindly, and 
we attempted a conversation. She understood a little 
German, and my knowledge of German enabled me partly 
to understand her Dutch, so we scraped along. Her 
husband told me that he had had great difficulty in 
getting a trap for me. The one I was to have, belonged 
to the sanctimonious-looking little man I had seen driving 
my acquaintance. He was a Dopper, i. e. belonged to a 
very sanctified sect of the Dutch Church. The sleek little 
man had shuddered with holy horror at the idea of his 
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committing the impropriety of driving alone with any 
woman not related to him^ neither would his conscience 
allow him to hire out his vehicle so as to facilitate any 
such improper action on the part of his neighbour; at 
last, however, his scruples had been overcome to the 
extent of consenting to drive me to Rustemberg, provided 
his neighbour (my new acquaintance) acted chaperon to 
him. 

We three, therefore, set forth in the dewy morning 
through a park-like country. The little Dopper sat in 
front, and said never a word, Mr. Deckbird, on the con- 
trary, was very talkative. So was I at first, the relief 
from the dreadful waggon being so great that I really 
felt in high spirits ; but gradually it began to dawn on 
me that my companion was mad, and I confess that I was 
very glad that the little Dopper was in the front seat 
during that day's drive. As I say, I believe that man 
was mad, but he was very kind for all that ; and although 
I was certainly afraid of him, I shall always remember 
his kindness with gratitude. We outspanned three times, 
once near a farmhouse, from whence Mr. Deckbird 
bi-ought me a basketful of beautiful fruit; once at an- 
other farmhouse, where the women came oat and insisted 
on my getting down, and where Mr. Deckbird introdoced 
me in Dutch as his second wife, which, conibidering that 
I could not say anything to the contrary, owing to not 
knowing Dutch, although I understood what was saiil, 
and had to confine myself to shaking my head vigorously, 
was not pleasant. The good people all laughed at the 
joke, and gave me some very good coffee, and milk, and 
bread, cmd sat and looked at me. I, in return, looked at 
them, and once more observed to myself that many of 
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these Boers, if dressed up in antique fashion, would look 
like the models from which Rembrandt and others of the 
old masters painted. 

Ogr third outspann was in sight of pretty, diminutive 
Bustemberg, and was in the open veldt, near, I think, a 
quarry. The cause of this outspann was original. 

^'We must outspann here," said Mr. Deckbird. '^ I must 
change my trousers before T go into Rusteraberg ; I know 
some people there." And retiring to the quarry in mufti, 
he reappeared in magnificence. 

Before we reached the little village I was introduced 
to a habit common to the Transvaal, and which is not a 
pleasing feature in the life here. 

*' You wQl be sure to meet Mr. Lestrange," said my 
companion. '^ A charming man ; you will be delighted 
with him. But you must take care ; donH trust him." 

This was the first time I heard this ; I have heard it 
now adi nauseam. Mr. A. tells you to beware of Mr. B., 
he is very nice and all that, but to be on your guard ; 
Mr. B. says he sees you know Mr. A., that it is all very 
well to be friends with him (friends !), but that you must 
not trust him too much ; both Mr. A. and Mr. B. caution 
you in a friendly spirit against Mr. C, and Mr. C. in the 
same manner cautions you against them ; and this some- 
times even when the people who speak thus appear to bo 
on the most intimate terms. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

The village of Rustemberg, from which one can see the 
last place inhabited by white people, and through whose 
streets numbers of KaflSrs and Kaffir women troop daily, 
dressed in skins, and adorned with barbaric ornaments, 
appeared to me to be a sort of TTltima Thule, It had 
some little shops as stores, and a little prison, and a little 
post-office, and three little churches — for even here the 
population is large enough for sects to exist ; and it had 
also numerous rose-hedges bounding its grassy streets, 
and a missionary station, and a mill. Everything looked 
as if it were just winking between two sleeps. There was 
no fort then to suggest that poor little Rustemberg was 
destined in two years from that time to sustain a length- 
ened siege, the result of which is, as I write, uncertain. 
Amongst other things that Rustemberg possessed was a 
little inn, kept by a big, jolly Dutch woman, a Mrs. Brown, 
by virtue of her marriage with an Englishman. In this 
worthy couplers house I spent a month, and if I never see 
Mrs. Brown again, yet shall I always remember her as the 
cheeriest, heartiest, most kind-hearted, and sturdiest of 
housewives. Her heart was open to everybody, whether 
the body walked on two or four legs. Did she see a half- 
starved Ka;ffir dog look in at her kitchen door or crawl 
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trembling towards the dresser, it was not '^ Furtseck/' or 
" Get out/' that she would cry, but '^ What a shame to 
starve that poor thing so ! '^ and a piece of bread or meat 
was sure to be offered. Did she see an ox being ill-treated, 
she would rush out and interfere. The horses in her 
stable, whether her own or her lodgers', were well cared 
for ; her oxen sleek, and dire W8is her anger if she saw 
marks of heavy stripes on their glossy backs. Her cows 
all knew her well ; and a bevy of dogs, amongst which was 
one little spaniel she had rescued from a cruel master, sat 
round her every morning and at every meal, for her to give 
to each its portion. 

Then, as to her own species, she had brought up and 
portioned one orphan girl, had opened her doors to 
another, whose mother was dead and whose stepmother 
was unkind to her, and was talking about the necessity of 
taking a third because she was so unkindly treated. Her 
husband was a carpenter; he left her the principal 
management of the hotel, but was fond of, and kind to, 
all her various proteges ; whilst his special favourite was a 
large tom cat, who always sat by his side at table, and 
whom Mrs. Brown averred he spoiled by feeding it whilst 
he was eating himself. 

My little room was in a row of small chambers, built out- 
side the hotel but quite close to it, for the accommodation 
of travellers. The hotel itself was simply a big Boer 
cottage. It was kept scrupulously clean, and I felt as if 
in a farmer's family — which in &ct I was ; it was an hotel 
in name, but really a farmhouse. There was a gentleman, 
the doctor of the place, who came there for his meals, and 
who, strange to say, had known some friends of mine 
in England intimately during his boyish days ; but there 
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was seldom any stranger to break the monotony of the 
hotel routine. We had early coffee in oar bedrooms^ 
breakfast at eight, dinner at one, sapper at six, and then 
a chat in the big sitting-room till we went to our bed- 
rooms. Often visitors for Mrs. Brown would drop in of 
an evening, and then I heard Datch talked. Mrs. Brown 
could not speak English at all perfectly, and was delighted 
to hear that I wanted to learn Dutch; she was, however, a 
dangerous preceptress, for she would teach me all sorts of 
phrases, assuring me that their signification was so and so, 
and then, upon my repeating them innocently, her ringing 
laugh and the wink she would give, showed me that she 
had been putting me up to say something very different 
from what I thought. Of course I soon made friends with 
her four-footed pets ; and the little dog '' Gip,^' which she 
had taken in compassion, got so fond of me that she made 
it a present to me. I remember one day we passed the 
afternoon in washing all the dogs in a big tub, and 
putting them to bed afterwards, rolled up in counterpanes 
like babies. 

But with all Mrs. Brown's kindness and merriment the 
time at Rustemberg was very trjring. On arriving tliere 
I soon found that what I had suspected for a long time 
was only too true. The scheme about the &rm was a 
snare and a delusion; both the men who came out to work 
on it, and I, who had counted upon getting instruction 
there, had been utterly deceived. The party arrived some 
days after I did, and it was a week or so before the whole 
affair was quite shown up ; but when it was so, two or 
three of the men, and Jimmy, went on to the farm, such as 
it was, the rest went as volunteers, and I had to shift for 
myself, 
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It was evident that I conld do nothing in the farming 
line until I could understand and speak the Boer tongue ; 
evident also that unless I were to earn money somehow, my 
small stock would rapidly dwindle to next to nothing, for 
living at an hotel, or boarding, in the Transvaal, is fright- 
fully expensive. 

In this dilemma I was helped by Mr. Richardson, the 
clergyman of Rustemberg, to whom I had brought a letter 
of introduction from the then rector of Pretoria. He 
asked me if I would go as a governess in a farmer's family ; 
and on my answering in the affirmative, he said he would 
write to an English Africander farmer, who had two young 
daughters whom he was anxious to educate well. This 
farmer's name was Higgins, he told me, and his farm 
was about thirty-five miles from Rustemberg, on the 
southern slope of the Magaliesberg. From all who spoke 
of Mr. Higgins I heard a good account of himself and 
his family; and his house, I was told, was the finest 
farmhouse in the Transvaal. The post only goes out 
once a week from Rustemberg, and hence there was some 
delay before Mr. Higgins's reply came. It was to the 
effect that he would come in to fetch me as soon as he 
could. My engagement was that I was to be paid five 
pounds a month, with washing, and that I might take 
other pupils besides Mr. Higgins's two daughters at any 
terms I chose to make, while Mr. Higgins undertook to 
give any such pupils their dinner. 

Several days passed, and I neither heard nor saw any- 
thing of Mr. Higgins. I used to pass my day in writing a 
story, without which amusement I should have collapsed 
under the combined heat, dulness, and anxiety of that 
time at Rustemberg; but it is wonderful how one can 
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forget oneself and one's own troubles in inventing the 
joys and woes of creatures of one's imagination ! I used 
to sit up late writing, and so soon as day broke get up to 
write again. Little Gip was my constant companion now. 
He would not remain an instant away from me, and many 
a time his little paw scratching my dress would stop my 
pen, and call upon me to take the small beast up and 
give it the caress it wanted ; for Gip never cared for being 
fed, but only for being coaxed and played with. He was 
a very delicate little dog, having had his constitution 
undermined, Mrs. Brown told me, by his former owner's 
cruelty, and was the victim of a species of St. Vitus's 
Dance, which at times made him go through the queerest 
contortions. 

One beautiful evening, after a very hot day, I was 
standing at the door of my little room, enjoying the cool 
air, and admiring two fine grey horses that were cropping 
the grass in the street, watched by a mischievous-looking 
Kaffir boy of about nine. They were evidently fresh 
arrivals, for I had not seen them before. While I WvOS 
standing thus and chatting to Mrs. Brown's protefje, a 
fine-looking man, dressed in a riding-suit, with high boots 
and a wide-a-wake hat, and with a sunburnt honest face, 
merry blue eyes, and a fine reddish-brown beard, sprang 
up the steps that led to my little door, and touching his 
hat said, ''Mrs. Heckf ord, I think ; Vm Higgins. I came 
while you were out/' he went on ; *' those are my horses," 
pointing to the animals I had been admiring. We settled 
everything in five minutes. I told Mr. Higgins that he 
might inquire about me from Mr. Richardson, who would 
be able to tell him who I was, and what were my ante- 
cedents ; but he said it was of no use, that he was quite 
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satisfied with what )ie had seen and heard of me^ and only 
wanted to know when I conld start. I said I should 
be ready to start early next morning ; and so my stay in 
little Rustemberg^ and under the friendly roof of Mr. and 
Mrs. Brown^ came to an end. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Early the next morning I packed all the things I could 
into the tax-cart with a canvas hood to it which was to 
convey me to my new home, the farm " Surprise ;" my 
heavy luggage I had to leave behind in Mrs. Brown^s 
charge. Then after breakfast, and amidst much shaking of 
hands and many good wishes, I got into the cart, climbed 
on to the back seat — ^Mr. Higgins and the mischievous- 
looking Kaffir imp jumped up in front — ^little Gip was 
lifted up to me, and Mr. Higgins having said I might take 
him, I joyfully tucked him under my arm — and I was 
launched into my new life. 

That asking whether I might take my dog seemed hke 
the first plunge into a cold bath on a frosty morning ; it 
was part of the part I had to play now, and I wondered 
how I should play it. I had always pitied governesses, 
and had also always objected to be an object of pity my- 
self, even to myself. I never could see the use of self- 
commiseration, which to some seems to be so delectable. 
How I wondered what Mrs. Higgins would be like, what 
my pupils would be like, what the whole life would be 
like, and what sort of a governess I should make, as we 
bowled along the pretty road, over Oliphants-nek, and 
then along the southern side of the picturesqae Magalies* 
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berg once more, into the long valley, up and down which 
I had looked on the day of our breaking the disselboom a 
little outside of Pretoria, but distant about sixty miles from 
the spot. Mr. Higgins in the meantime chatted away 
pleajsantly. He was not an educated man, as he said him- 
self, but he was evidently a very good fellow. He said his 
children were respectively eleven and nine, the name of 
the elder was Augusta, of the younger Sarah. He said 
they had had no teaching to speak of, but that their mother 
was very anxious they should have good schooling. 
Then he told me the names of the two greys that were 
drawing the cart were Sam and Dick, that they were 
brothers, and that he had another horse, a fine brown 
horse, called Free State, or, as a pet name. Baby; and 
then he talked about other horses he had had, and about 
a little dog his youngest daughter had. We outspanned 
twice, and twice stopped for Mr. Higgins to pay a little 
visit at farms we passed, and on each occasion be piled 
my lap and filled his pockets and handkerchief with 
peaches. At last, just as the sun was setting, and as we 
were turning round a spur of the hill all wooded with 
thorn-trees, Mr. Higgins said, " Now you^ll see thehouse;*' 
and in a few minutes I saw a good-sized red-brick 
house with a verandah, standing in the middle of the 
grassy slope, the wooded sides of the mountain and its 
high kranz rising behind it, an orchard of large fruit- 
trees and a fine stretch of cultivated land lying below 
it, and a background of mountain range and wooded 
slope running down into the long valley beneath it. 

At the same moment Mr. Higgins said, *' There are 
Mrs. Higgins and the children /' and I saw two tall black- 
rcbed figures and one small one (the family were ia 
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mourning for the youngest child), and a little black and 
white dog, coming to meet the cart. It was alongside 
of them in a minute ; and Mr. Higgins jumping out, little 
Sarah was lifted up and took the reins, whilst her 
dog Fido, who jumped up with her, went through a 
series of frantic antics ending by nearly tumbling out, all 
meant for demonstrations of joy at her master's return. 

Let me introduce my employer's wife and children. 
Mrs. Higgins was a very tall, tine-looking woman, with a 
stately grace about her movements and manners; she 
talked bad grammar, and misplaced her ^^ h's," but I felt 
at and from the first that I was in the presence of a 
lady. Augusta, a child of eleven, was as tall as most 
girls of fifteen, and looked almost grown up. Slight, 
with beautiful fine brown hair hanging over her shoulders 
and down to her waist, with soft almond-shaped blue 
eyes fringed by long dark lashes and over-arched by 
pencilled eyebrows, with a sweet but haughty little 
mouth, and with a white and rose-pink complexion, with 
long, slender, refined hands too, I thought I had rarely 
seen such a lovely girl. Everything about her breathed 
of refinement and indolence; you would have sworn she 
had been bred in some luxurious drawing-room, and 
waited on by obsequious servants. 

Little Sarah was a contrast to her sister. Small for 
her age, and with a baby chubbiness still clinging to her ; 
with mischief, wilfulness, and bright intelligence sparkling 
in her eyes and ringing in her voice ; with an expression 
ever changing, with still unformed features, and with a 
shock of wild- looking hair hanging about her face, in 
some ways she reminded me of an unbroken Shetland 
pony, and in my mind I installed her as my pet. 
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We were soon at the front of the house — a house not 
after the Boer model, but built on Mr. Higgins's own 
plan. A raised '* stoop/' or flagged pathway in front, 
was covered by an iron verandah, and ended in two small 
rooms^ one used as a visitors' room, the other as a lumber 
room. Three doors, two of them half glass, and two 
windows, opened on the stoop, besides the half-glass doors 
of the end rooms. The two half-glass doors led into 
rooms which were respectively my bedroom and the 
school-room. The centre door opened into a passage 
which led to the dining-room, a long room at the back, 
with the kitchen and a pantry at one side, and a big 
store-room at the other, the two former opening into it, 
the latter having to be entered by a side door outside. 
Two doors opened into the passage besides the dining- 
room door at the end of it, leading to side rooms, one 
the sleeping-room of the family, the other the drawing- 
room, from which a side dopr led to my bedroom. The 
school-room had no door but the one on the stoop. There 
was a fireplace in the drawing-room and kitchen only. 

I was taken first into my bedroom, a veiy pleasant 
one, large and lofty, with a canvas ceiling under the 
rafters, papered walls, large strips of a bright coloured 
carpet on the floor, and a comfortable-looking French 
bed with white hangings, besides the other furniture of a 
bedroom in it. From a side window which opened like a 
double door there was a pretty view of part of the crest 
and of a wooded spur of the Magaliesberg, and then one 
looked over undulations in part studded with trees, and 
across the valley to the distant range of Witt- waters Randt. 

There was a big old thorn-tree close by, under which 
were two little mounds, the graves of two little children 
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the Higginses had lost ; and at a little distance^ just roand 
the turn of a rose hedge, which here bound the culti- 
vated land, a Kaffir house could be seen, where farm- 
servants lived ; while between the tree and my window 
was a sort of dust-hole — a hollow place where refuse was 
thrown — the outside door of the kitchen being close to 
it. This place was half overgrown with stramonium, a 
big bush-like plant, with a coarse but not ugly flower. 
A little beaten path led from the kitchen door up to the 
cattle and sheep-kraal, an enclosure made of bushes of 
thorn on the side of the hill, and well sheltered from 
cold winds by the spur of the mountain. It was in all 
a very pretty look-out. 

We had supper in the dining-room, and then we went 
to the drawing-room — a prettily-furnished apartment, 
with a fairly good piano, and a nice harmonium in it. I 
got the children to play on the former. They performed 
a duet from ear — for they did not know their notes — and 
kept exact time. Then I was asked to play. I had no 
music with me, the little I had, having been left behind 
with my heavy Inggage, and I had not touched a piano 
for months, nor practised on one for years. They parti- 
cularly wanted to hear me play a piece called '^The 
Battle of Waterloo.^' It was one of those pieces that 
sound more difficult than they are, and I read it easily 
enough. Then followed '^ Shells of Ocean " with varia- 
tions, and '* Home, Sweet Home," and some others with 
variations, all arrangements new to me, but with which I 
did my best. It was very encouraging to hear that I 
gave great satisfaction — I was so dreadfully afraid I 
should not ; but it was evident that the pleasure caused 
by my playing was genuine. Then an old copy of the 
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entire opera of '^ Norma " was brought out. The family 
did not much care for ^' Norma -^ but, oh ! how strange 
it did seem to listen to that well-known music, which 
carried one back to the gorgeous Italian opera, and 
recalled faces and voices — some of them passed away, 
some of them never probably to be seen or heard again — 
in that little drawing-room of the farmhouse on the Maga- 
liesberg, with listeners around to whom the very names 
that were household words to me, were utterly unknown ! 
Life is a wonderful romance for many of us. It never 
struck me more forcibly that it had been so, and was still 
for me, than on that evening, when, having bid the family 
good-night, and having been kissed by the children with 
heartiness that showed they were prepared to like me, I 
stood for a while at the open window, with the dark 
outline of the mountains before my material eyes, but 
with visions of all that had passed since I had first 
listened to " Casta Diva,'' shutting oat the present, and 
substituting for a short while scenes widely different. 
Before I went to sleep, however, the present reasserted 
itself in the shape of Gip. Gip was determined to sleep 
with his little head touching my shoulder. He had not 
been accustomed to do so, but I suppose he felt strange 
in the new house, and wanted a sense of protection. At 
any rate he was determined on this point. It was useless 
putting him off the bed; and he would patter on the floor, 
and scratch at the side of the bed, and make little springs, 
and whine in a manner that rendered sleep impossible, 
and I felt that sleep was necessary ; so at last I took him 
up and let him have his own way, although I wondered 
in my mind what Mrs. Higgins would think of a dog 
sleeping on her nice white counterpane. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

I WOKE early the next morning, and took a survey of my 
new abode, and a stroll towards a wooded spur of the 
mountain, where I was told Mr. Higgins^s father and 
mother and two young sisters lived, in a little cottage. 
The road, if road it could be called, passed along the top 
of some upper cultivated lands, on which a fine crop of 
Indian corn was standing, and which were shut in partly 
by a low stone wall, partly by a rose hedge at the top and 
sides ; whilst an orchard of big orange, lemon, peach, 
almond, apricot, and fig-trees separated these, the upper 
lands, from the lower lands, which were much larger. At 
the bottom of the upper lands stood an old thatched house, 
used as a stable and outhouse, with two enormous syringa- 
trees overshadowing it. This was the oldest house in 
the Transvaal, and had been built by old Potchieter, who 
was afterwards made mincemeat of by the Kaffirs — in 
days not indeed far distant, but when elephants might be 
shot on the place where Mr. Higgins's house now stood, 
and when the cultivated valley beneath me was still 
covered with bush. A little farther on the road passed 
over a broad stone bulwark, which served to dam up a 
rivulet, which, gushing out of the precipitous' crown of 
the mountain, found its way down its side through a 
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ravine overarched by trees, and carpeted with ferns, to 
a place at which it was compelled to form a big pond or 
dam. 

From this dam as much or as little water as was 
requisite could b© let out, by means of two wooden pipes, 
to water the lands, sluits (or what are here called furrows) 
having been made on purpose to convey it to different 
parts. From these furrows it had to be let on to the 
land^ by opening them here and there with the spade, 
and so 'directing the various little streams that, without 
touching each other, they yet wet all the ground. This 
process is called '^ letting water,'' and is a very important 
one in this dry country, also a very troublesome and 
tedious one. The stream of water and the dam are the 
first things to be looked to in buying a farm out here, 
also their relative position to the ground to be culti- 
vated. The dam has frequently to be made by the pur- 
chaser, then he must be careful to see that he can make 
one of sufficient size above what he means to be his 
lands. 

From the dam the road took me over a little rise, on 
which some Kaffir houses were built, and then down 
towards the valley. It was a pretty walk. As I was 
returning I observed that the house had a loft, but no 
outbuildings of any kind. It is the same with all tlie 
best farmhouses in the Transvaal. They are comfort- 
able in many ways, but they lack what we consider 
the commonest conveniences of a dwelling; and this 
applies to some even of the houses on the outskirts of 
Pretoria 

The children came to meet me near the dam, and we 
went in to breakfast. This was Friday, and Mr. Higgins 
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said I had better take it easy^ and not begin lessons till 
Monday. My life now seemed settled for a time. I was 
to give tbe children what is called a good English edaca- 
tion^ and to teach them to play the piano^ to draw^ and 
to sing. Foreign languages are not much cared for in 
Africa. 

Besides Augusta and Sarah^ it was arranged that I 
was to have Mr. Higgins's two sisters —Alice/a girl of 
sixteen^ and Ada, who was thirteen — as pupils. Their 
mother^ a pleasant-looking old lady, came over from her 
cottage, and made the arrangement with me. Alice, a 
small, plump, and pretty girl, with something very sweet 
and yet determined in her look, and with activity stamped 
on her every movement, was engaged to be married to a 
young man who was half farmer and half trader. Ada, 
almost but not quite so tall as Augusta, was yet a tall 
girl for her age. She was slight and graceful, with 
hands as delicate as those of her niece. With a pretty 
impertinent nose, arched eyebrows, and eyes that could 
coax you, or calmly overlook you, according to the mood 
of their pretty owner, with a scornfully-turned upper lip, 
and a pouting under one — very rosy, and which could 
part into a delightful smile when she was pleased, or 
wanted to please — with a prettily disdainful languor in 
all her movements (except, by the way, when she went in 
for a romp, at which she excelled). Miss Ada Higgins 
looked like a little princess in disguise. Like her niece, 
she had masses of brown hair hanging from her well-set- 
on head, but her hair was even heavier in its flow than 
Augusta's. 

I had to begin with the very simplest lessons. 
Even Alice had to learn to spell monosyllables, and be 
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taught the meaning of words which a child of eight in 
England would laugh at you for asking her to explain. 
They had no idea of the points of the compass^ and had 
never heard of an article; but they were on the whole very 
good pupils, and only Sarah was wilful and idle at times, 
making up for this afterwards by the greatest attention 
and intelligent comprehension. It was a terrible trial to 
this small girl to be kept at lessons — she who, up to the 
time I came, had been allowed to run wild, and romp all 
day with the KafiBr children on the property. Many an 
excuse would she make to escape from the school-room, 
and forthwith perform a dance with Maikee or Vittaree, or 
have a sparring-match with Fiervaree, the Kaffir imp who 
was supposed to look after Sam and Dick. Many a day 
would she pretend to be ill until she persuaded her 
mamma to let her off school, and then set to, with gleeful 
enjoyment, to help Sannee, the Kaffir girl who assisted in 
the housework, to clean the pots and pans ; or turning 
up her sleeves, and tying her doll on behind her back as 
the Kaffir mothers tie their babies when at work, she 
would get a pailful of cow-dung and water, and proceed 

• 

to smear the floor of the little lumber-room with it, pre- 
tending that it was her house. This smearing operation, 
unpleasant to English ears, is a necessary part of house- 
keeping here, where most of the floors are made of mud 
— or rather, of a mixture of ant-heap and water, stamped 
and levelled down, and where, without the aid of cow- 
dung, one would be stifled with dust and eaten alive 
by fleas. 

The life was monotonous, but not unpleasant. Break- 
fast at between seven and eight, then lessons till one 
(dinner-time), then lessons again till about five, when 
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there was afternoon tea, then supper at about seven, a 
chat or a little' music, and to bed. I worked my pupils 
pretty hard, but I tried to make them fond of me, and I 
think I succeeded. I certainly became fond of them, 
but little Sarah was always my pet, though I used to 
make her cry about four days out of the seven. There 
was a great difficulty in getting books, &c., for them, 
Pretoria, the nearest town, being forty miles distant, and 
it was often difficulty to explain common things to them, 
owing to their experience being so very, small. It is not 
easy to convey the idea of a bridge even, to a child who 
ha5 never seen any nearer approach to it than the wall of 
a dam with a road over it, or a piece of plank stretched 
across a furrow ; or to convey the idea of a steam-engine, 
or a steamboat, to one who has never seen anything 
of the sort; or to create an idea of- a large town in 
one who looks upon a tiny village as a very imposing 
place. However, all things considered, the children got 
on well, and their parents were satisfied. Mr. Higgins 
let me ride '^ Free State " occasionally, on one occasion 
taking me to a small Kaffir kraal that was on his pro- 
perty, where I went into the neat huts and admired the 
cement-like mud floors. 

The Kaffirs living in the kraal were what is called raw 
Kaffirs, the men indeed being in some sort clothed in old 
European garments, but the women wearing skins, and 
the children being naked. Mr. Higgins, as landlord, had 
the right to their services for taking the crops off the 
land, without paying them; and also of commanding their 
services at other times, for the wage of a shilling a day, at 
most, to the men, and of something much less to the 
boys. He also had the right to order the women to weed 
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or to scoffle, as it is called here, giving them a basket of 
peaches in return, during the fruit season, or without pay- 
ment if there was no fruit. Besides these, he had sereral 
families of what are called Urlams, or civilized Kaffirs, 
living in mud houses on his property. These families 
dressed like Europeans, and had food like Europeans, 
even to the drinking of early coffee. They also went to 
school to the missionary station at Bustemberg periodi- 
cally, and learned a little reading and singing of hymnis. 
I don^t think the school did them much good. I 
heard of one Kaffir woman saying, that when she came 
back from school and had been made a Christian, she 
would sit on a chair and eat with a knife and fork, and 
not let the raw Kaffirs eat with her, for that then she 
would be better than they. 

Sannee, the girl who helped in the house, after her 
return from school refused to help her mistress, who was 
very ill at the time, saying that the missionary had told 
her that she must not work for some months, only 
study. Mr. Higgins was a very kind, indulgent master, 
partly from good nature, partly from indolence. He 
could get Kaffirs to come to squat on his farm when 
other farmers could not get any ; but then they squatted 
and did little else, except when a sudden fancy to do a 
little work seized them. 

I also rode to old Mr. Higgins's little cottage, a small 
structure stuck on a very picturesque spur of the moun- 
tain, with a big wild fig-tree in front of it. It was simply 
a mud and stone cabin, with the bare rafters and thatch 
showing overhead, its one long room divided into three 
by rude canvas partitions, without a trace of paper on 
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the walls^ and with planks sapported on the rafters doing 
dnty as shelves. Outside^ a straw house did duty as out- 
honsoj stable^ cow-house^ or anything else^ a conical 
straw hut^ with a hole at the top^ was the kitchen^ and 
another small straw structure close to the sheep kraal 
served for a fowl-house. There was an old piano^ how- 
ever^ in this funny little building, and on it Alice and 
Ada practised their music. Old Mrs. Higgins kept no 
servant; she and Alice cleaned the house^ cooked, washed 
in a washing machine, ironed, and made the dresses of 
the family. Ada, the princess, did nothing, not even 
mend her own clothes. How Alice managed to do the 
work she did and learn her lessons I don^t know, but she 
did manage it. 

There were no windows to this odd little building, 
only square holes in the wall, with movable frames 
stretched over with calico fitted to them, and there was 
no chimney. Old Mr. Higgins, who had been a great 
hunter when younger, was now a victim to chronic bron- 
chitis of a very bad type, and how he managed to live in 
that cabin I do not know. He had not even the conve- 
nience of an armchair. He was a small grey-bearded 
man, much bent, but with a keen look about the eyes 
that spoke of his hunting days, and with a still easy seat 
in the saddle — a thorough old gentleman too in all his 
ways and thoughts, and with a fund of queerly assorted 
information. Often he has startled me by the things he 
knew of, having been all his life a great reader, and given 
to buying books in lots on sales. 

Mrs. Higgins the younger did the principal part of her 
housework herself, and wonderful was the amoimt of 
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needlework, or rather macliinework, slie would get 
through in the day besides; yet she never seemed in a 
fuss or a hurry, never spoke loudly or crossly, but was 
always stately and ladylike, even with her dress turned 
up, her arms bared, and a broom in her hand. Augusta, 
like Ada, did nothing but look ornamental. This was 
what the two girls were meant for by nature, and they 
could not, I believe, be useful if they tried \ but they 
didn^t try. Little Sarah was already a famous house- 
keeper, but she scolded the servants well. 

There was a wonderful old Hottentot maid, '^ Khrid,'' 
the second wife of a certain Jonas who squatted on the 
farm — ^a good sort of creature, who was very helpful in the 
house, and of whom Sarah was a special pet and perse- 
cutor. Sometimes she would spring on the woman's back, 
and tightening her legs round her waist, pinch her and 
beat her — in fun it is true, but pretty hard for all that — 
until the old woman would lie down and roll, to get 
her off. 

In this family I was treated not like a governess, but 
like a welcome guest. The best of everything was at my 
disposal without my asking for or even thinking of 
having it. Whatever there was unavoidably rough in 
the life, Mrs. Higgins did her best to shelter me from. 
A stranger would, I am sure, have thought that I was 
there teaching the children as a friend, not as one paid for 
it. When poor little Gip got ill and became troublesomely 
dirty at night, Mrs. Higgins expostulated with me for 
having cleaned and washed up the things myself; and 
when my poor little dog died, she got a Kaffir to dig a 
grave for it, and in no way objected to lessons being 
interrupted to attend to it before its death, or to see it 
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buried afterwards. I was dreadfully sorry for the little 
dog that had beeu so fond of me when I was a stranger 
in the land^ and it was true kindness to me to indulge me 
as she did. But it was not to me alone that she showed 
tact and delicacy of feeling. It was the same with even 
a raw E^affir. The true politeness of quick sympathy and 
unselfishness, was always there, for the benefit of any one 
coming within her sphere of influence. 

It must be remembered that all this time the Boer 
scare was going on. Horrible tales used to be told at 
meal-times and in the evening as to what the Boers 
meant to do to the English, or any of the Africanders 
who held with the English ; and the Higginses were very 
loyal. There was even talk of its being as well for the 
family to go into the Free State. This being the case, I 
began to feel unhappy about Jimmy, who was away on a 
farm with three or four other English. This farm was 
about thirty miles from Surprise, and I had no horse or 
any other means of conveyance to take me to him. I 
therefore began to be very anxious to buy a horse, but it 
was not easy to get one. 

The scare had for a time subsided, when one day, 
while I was in the schoolroom, one of the children cried 
out, " Oh ! there is Uncle Walter,^' and of course they all 
wanted to go out to see Uncle Walter — an unmarried uncle 
who^ with a bachelor brother, kept a store at Marico. I 
remained in the schoolroom. Presently Mr. Higgins 
called me, and said he wanted me to meet his brother. I 
went out, and saw a fine-looking man standing by the 
side of a handsome dun horse, and with another horse 
standing close to him with a rein in its mouth for leading 

it by. 

a 
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''That's a nice little horse/* said Mr. Higgins; "what 
do yoa think of it ? '' 

'' It does not look bad/' I said^ not much prepossessed 
by the lean animal with a draggly tail^ that I was looking 
down on from the stoop. 

'' Do you think it wonld suit you ? '' he asked. 

I looked closer at it then. It was a good horse at all 
points^ with a little head^ taper neck, and fine ears^ which 
spoke of good bloody better than generally seen. It had 
been roughly treated, evidently, not over well fed, and 
ridden hard, and was very dirty, but that time would 
cure. It was a light-red roan — what is here called a red 
grey — with white stockings, a white streak down its face, 
and chestnut mane and tail. The eyes were full, but a 
little mischievous-looking, in spite of the otherwise very 
mild appearance of the creature. 

*' I think it might/' I replied, " if the price be not 
high." 

"Would you give twenty pounds?" asked Mr* 
Higgins. 

" Yes, but not more," I answered. 

He inquired of his brother whether the horse, which 
was his, and which he had had for some time, was sound 
and fit for a lady to ride. He said it was so ; and the 
bargain being struck, my new acquisition, " Eclipse," the 
grandson of a famous old colony ]*acer, and himself the 
winner of two races in the colony, was turned loose to 
graze, whilst Walter Higgins rode off on his handsome 
dun — a horse whom everybody said was thoroughly 
" salted," and for whom he had refused sixty pounds, 
but who died a few days after, it was said from " horse 
sickness," but I rather fancy from the bots. 
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Not long after, a neighbour came in. "Have you 
bought that red-grey horse V* he asked. 

" Yes.'' 

'' Are you a very good horsewoman f '* 

«No." 

"Then take care; heTl break your neck. Why, he 
bucked Walter Higgins oflF him — and Arthur Sturton — 
and he nearly threw me, only I jumped off. I never saw 
a horse buck so cleverly as he does.'' 

This was pleasant, the more so as before a day was 
over I heard further confirmation of it. However, the 
thing was done, and I had to make the best of it. 

Mr. Higgins allowed me forage for my animal, and I 
groomed him, fed him, and bedded him up myself. No 
hand but mine touched him. He was stabled in the 
stable with Dick, Sam, and Preestate, and I now saw how 
the Kaffir boys who had charge of these horses neglected 
them. Anticipating buying a horse, I had brought all 
the articles necessary for one with me, and Eclipse soon 
showed his change of owners. At first he was trouble- 
some to groom, but he soon got accustomed to it and 
fond of me, nor, though a very lively horse, did he ever 
attempt more than a little playful jump with me ; but his 
character was bad. The Dutch farmers seeing me ride 
him would exclaim ; and even men who had ridden him 
could never account for the change in him, although it 
was easily enough accounted for. 

Eclipse knew as well as most horses how to distinguish 
between a master who treated him well and never 
punished him except when he deserved it, and one who 
neglected him and spurred him to make him show off. 
I certainly felt much happier after getting my horse, 

G 2 
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althougli I had to be up early to groom him, and had 
trouble about his bedding ; and although I had no time 
to ride much — ^for it is not good during the summer 
months here to have a horse out of the stable early in 
the morning or late in the evening — and I was occupied 
during the day on weekdays. Still many a ride I had, 
generally with one of the children with me on Dick, and 
I felt now that if there were danger I could get hold of 
Jimmy. 

Some little time after I got Eclipse — about the begin- 
ning of March — it was decided that we should all go 
over to visit two manned brothers of Mr. Higgins 
(James and John), who had a farm and kept a store 
behind the Witt-waters Bandt, about twelve miles from 
Surprise. We started early, Mr. and Mrs. Higgins and 
little Sarah in the cart, Alice on a pony borrowed from 
her brother-in-law, Arthur Sturton, and Augusta on Free- 
state. I, of course, rode Eclipse. In parts the road 
was pretty, particularly at a point not far from our 
destination, where we saw several monkeys sitting on a 
low kranz above us. Here we had to ford a river three 
times, owing to its rapid turns. We passed several farm- 
houses, and at last came to the one we were to stop at. 

It was not so nicely arranged a house as Surprise, 
being, in fact, two houses tacked together. There were 
several little children playing about, and the hosts were 
very hospitable and kind to me. Each of the wives had 
a piano, on which I played in the evening, and I slept on 
a comfortable bed made up on the sofa in one of the 
sitting-rooms. Here, too, the mistresses had to do 
almost all the housework, the Kaffir servants being either 
too lazy or too stupid. 
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The Boer scare now set in again. Plans used to be 
discassed as to what was to be done in case of an attack^ 
and at last even Mr. Higgins, who generally took things 
quietly, began to look serious, and to check me when I 
laughed at the idea of danger — for I thought there was 
too much talk for anything to come of it. One day a 
neighbour rode up to say that there was a Kaffir com- 
mando marching on Pretoria, that a son of Cetewayo had 
ridden through the valley and over the mountain to Rus- 
temberg the night before — that he had told the farmers 
from whom he had commanded a horse and money, that a 
great outbreak of the Kaffirs was close at hand, and that 
all who did not wish to be murdered had best go into 
lagers. The veldt-comet had ridden late at night to 
warn some people in his district ; all was authenticated 
beautifully. Surprise was alarmed: no shame for it, 
for Pretoria trembled in its shoes at the same rumour. I 
can't say that I felt frightened, but then it is difficult for 
any one accustomed to profound peace, and a civilized 
country, to bring his mind to realize the possibility of a 
sudden outbreak of savages. The Higginses knew what it 
was from practical experience, old Mrs. Higgins having had 
to fly with a child under one arm, and a money-box under 
the other, alongside of her husband, who was laden with 
another child and the powder-bag. My employer had seen 
his parents' property swept away more than once in the 
old colony by Kaffirs, and hence it is no wonder that he 
felt more concern than I. 

It was the most absurd hoax, that ever was practised, 
and the Kaffir who personated Cetewayo's son, and ordered 
the terrified Boers to give him horses and money must 
have had a laugh at the success of his piece of fun. Their 
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having obeyed the dictates of a half tipsy Kaffir was a 
sore point with the Boers afterwards^ and this absurd 
escapade did not serve to raise my opinion of their courage. 
But hardly had this blown over, than the Boer scare broke 
out again. Mr. Higgind wanted to take loads down to 
Natal, and ride transport up — ^transport was very high 
then — but waited and waited for the Beeinkommste, which 
was then sitting, to break up. Terrible threats were 
current as to what was to happen to the dwellers on out- 
standing farms, if the demands of the committee were not 
listened to, still worse was it to go with us if the English 
Oovemment attempted to lay hands on the leaders. 

Time went by, and at last Mr. Higgins said he could 
wait no longer, or that he should have too cold weather on 
his return journey for the oxen ; so he loaded a big pistol 
for his wife, and hung it up in the hall, told her she must 
do the best she could in case of any disturbance, and on 
a fine April morning he started off the waggons loaded 
with wool-bags, and prepared to follow them on horse- 
back. Great had been the preparations for starting the 
waggons, biscuits having to be baked for the road and 
other provisions provided. A Mr. King, a small farmer 
and a great friend of Mr. Higgins, went with the waggons, 
he came to breakfast before he started, and a starved- 
looking rough black and white terrier with big beseech- 
ing eyes all covered by his long hair came with him. The 
dog did not belong to him, but was loafing about, and 
came to Surprise for something to do, I suppose. We all 
turned out to see the waggons start. The one with a 
splendid span of eighteen black oxen in it — ^their sleek 
skins shining in the sun, and with their driver, a Kaffir 
called Saul, alongside, looking proud of his beasts, and 
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glad of the change — ^made a great impression on me, and 
I said to myself, " I will never go down to the coast till I 
can go with such a span as that.'^ Soon after Mr. Higgins 
saddled up, and bidding us good-bye, took a short cut 
after the waggons. We all felt very flat as the last flick 
of Freestate's tail was seen through the long grass ; how 
I did envy Mr. Higgins to be sure, but we soon settled 
down, and I began to like being alone with Mrs. Higgins 
and the children. The rough black and white dog stayed 
behind, and in process of time came to be my dog, and 
developed into a very pretty playful little animal, up to 
any amount of fun, and a good watch-dog, but with a 
terror of being lost or stolen from me. He would often 
go off visiting on his own account, but his dread of being 
taken hold of by any one strange, and the way he would 
struggle and bite, were amusing; a terrible dog for 
fighting too was this little animal, whom we christened 
" Bough/' 

Winter was now beginning, and though I regretted 
the summer in some ways, I was glad it was gone ; for 
the dreaded " horse-sickness '' goes with it. It is strange 
that no one has ever found out exactly what the " horse- 
sickness '^ is; the only thing certain about it is that 
horses that eat the grass after the sun is set, or before 
the dew is ofl", are more liable to it than others. Opinions 
vary as to whether mere exposure to the night air affects 
horses in the matter. It is averred that horses that have 
once had the '* horse-sickness '^ rarely have it again, and 
if they do get it, have it very mildly ; one is told many 
other things regarding this curious disease, but authori- 
ties disagree. I believe that numbers of horses are said 
to die of *' horse-sickness '* when in reality they die of 
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bots and of neglect. In this country, where horses are 
so seldom kept decently clean^ the bots make terrible 
ravages amongst them. I have frequently been told, 
and that, too, by people who ought to have known better, 
that it was impossible to clean the bot-eggs oflF horses 
that were roughing it in the veldt, and it stands to 
reason that if the eggs are left on the animals for them 
to lick off, they will soon be full of bots. I speak 
now of horses that are ridden. In the case of a herd of 
mares and colts, it would of course be impossible to 
prevent harm, grooming in such cases being out of the 
question. 

There are two species of disease called *' horse-sick- 
ness," one of them is also called " Dick-kop,'' or " thick- 
head'^ sickness. They both come on very suddenly. 
In the case of simple '' horse-sickness,'' the horse perhaps 
appears well, and eats and works weU, when suddenly it 
begins to pant and blow, gives a short hacking cough, 
then a discharge comes from the nose, and the animal 
seems choked with mucus which it cannot expel Its 
distress is very great, and in the majority of cases, death 
supervenes quickly. In the case of the " thick-head " 
variety, the head begins to swell first in those hollows 
over the eyes, which, probably, even my unhorsy readers 
will have remarked, and soon the entire head is enor- 
mously swollen, and the animal appears to die from 
suffocation. In both cases there is high fever. No satis* 
factory cure for either disease has yet been discovered, 
but even were a cure known, I doubt whether it would 
be of much avail in the majority of cases, for it would 
have to be accompanied by more '' sick-nursing " than 
is generally practicable whether with man or beast in 



A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 89 

this rough country. The great thing, therefore, is, if 
possible, to prevent a horse from getting the disease, 
and I was as careful about Eclipse not being exposed 
to the early or late air as a mother with a delicate 
baby. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Not long after Mr. Higgins's departure we were all 
startled one day by Arthur Sturton's riding up from 
his farm in the valley to tell us that a neighbouring 
farmer — an English Africander — had just come back 
from Pretoria, and had brought the news that Sir Bartle 
Frere had met the Committee of the Boers — that there 
had been much angry discussion, and that at last the 
Boers had leapt from their seats, overturning the chairs 
and crying, " War I war 1 We give you notice that we 
will march on Pretoria to-morrow/' He had told Arthur 
Sturton that every waggon was being pressed into Govern- 
ment service, and that his own had been seized; so that 
but for a chance he should have had to walk all the way 
from Pretoria, whither he had gone with a load. Arthur 
Sturton said that he had sent a Kaffir to his father's 
farm (which is half-way between Surprise and Pre- 
toria), there to wait for further intelligence ; Moyplas, 
as it is called, being on the high-road, and any one 
coming from Pretoria being likely to call there. He 
said that when the Kaffir returned be would send news 
to us. 

Mrs. Higgins and I held a council of war on the 
verandah that afternoon^ and it was resolved that if the 



A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 9 r 

Boers came to Surprise, we would receive them civilly, 
but when we saw them coming, we would put the girls 
into the bedroom and lock it. The invaders were to be 
allowed to take what they liked, but if they wanted to 
enter that room we would first expostulate, saying we 
had put the girls in there to prevent their being more 
frightened than necessary, and that if the men insisted 
on forcing an entrance, we would use our pistols and 
knives ; also that we would do the same if they attempted 
any liberties with either of us. Mrs. Higgins had told 
me that many of the Boers around had said that they 
would not kill the women of their enemies; but that 
they would strip them, and make laughing-stocks of 
them. 

Two days passed, and we heard nothing; the third 
morning, very early, I was half awake, when I heard 
what sounded like a very distant cannon-shot. I thought 
sleepily, '^ I .suppose that is at Pretoria,'' but roused up 
when I heard a second and similar sound. I meant to 
lie awake, but sleepiness overcame me, and 1 was just 
dropping off, when I heard a third sound of the same 
character, afler which I went fast asleep. In the morn- 
ing, however, I told what I fancied at breakfast, and 
proposed that in the afternoon I should ride down to the 
valley in search of news. When Alice heard that I was 
going, she said she would go too. We did get news of 
rather a surprising character, to the effect that all the 
inventive young farmer had narrated was pure fiction. 
My heavy guns have been a laugh against me ever 
since! 

We really felt quite dull after the Boer excitement 
was over ; of the story we had heard, so much alone was 
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true that the Beeinkommste had broken up after Sir 
Bartle Frere met the Committee. It seemed to me quite 
stupid to settle down to common-place life again^ after 
talking of pistols and knives ; and I know the children 
had the same feeling in a difierent way. They quite 
enjoyed the Boer scare, and once Ada dressed herself in 
my mackintosh, and girding on my belt with knife and 
pistol, blackening her eyebrows, and putting on a cork 
moustache, she gave the Kaffirs in the kitchen a fine 
start. Mrs. Higgins and I were still sitting at the tea- 
table talking after tea, when we heard a violent knocking 
at the back door of the kitchen; Sannee, the maid, opened 
it rather reluctantly, being dreadfully afraid of the Boers, 
when a gruff voice exclaimed, — 

'^ Var is Bob Higgins ?'^ and presented a pistol in her 
face. 

Sannee and two little Kaffir children uttered a succes- 
sion of unearthly yells, and rushed into the dining- 
room, where they clung to Mrs. Higgins's dress, hiding 
their faces, whilst the Boer dashed past, pistol in hand, 
to search the rooms. ,We had a good laugh, and Ada 
was delighted at the success of her scheme. 

Winter now came on in earnest, and soon great grass 
fires were to be seen every evening on the opposite 
randt. One day Mrs. Higgins came into the school- 
room and said she smelt that there was a fire coming 
our way across the Magaliesberg, and that she had sent 
some Kaffirs to see. It did not, however, come close, 
greatly to my relief. 

In the beginning of June, Mr. Higgins came home. 
For days before, the children, Mrs. Higgins, and the 
Kaffirs had been on the look-out for him, and at last a 
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Xaffir ran in just as we finished dinner^ to say that the 
'^ boss '* was coming. We all went quickly out on the 
stoop, and saw a mounted Kafl&r-boy with a led horse, 
and Mr. Higgins with another led horse, coming up the 
short way from the valley. Of course there was great 
excitement. The new horses were two handsome young 
black stallions (brothers), for whom Mr. Higgins had 
exchanged a farm in the Bush-veldt, and a bay pony for 
old Mr. Higgins. Freestate had come, too, but so 
changed that none of us knew him at first. Eclipse was 
grazing close by as Mr. Higgins dismounted, and I re- 
member his first remark to me : " Eclipse is looking well. 
I see you have kept him clear of bot's eggs /' for Mr. 
Higgins had asserted his conviction that I should not do 
so. I had already remarked that his horses were thickly 
covered with them. 

I had forgotten to say that during Mr. Higgins^ 
absence, Mrs. Higgins had kindly sent in a waggon to 
Bustemberg for my heavy luggage, and had allowed it 
also to call at the farm where Jimmy was, to bring him 
over to Surprise, with whatever luggage he had — the 
whole affair of the farm, &c., having come to complete 
squash — and Arthur Sturton having offered to take him 
on his farm, where he could learn and make himself 
useful, in return for his board and lodging. 

A few days after Mr. Higgins's arrival, he rode to 
Pretoria, and on his return rather late in the evening, he 
said he did not know what was the matter with Free- 
state; he had seemed so tired on the road. Mrs. 
Higgins and I were alone when he came in ; all the girls 
and Harriet Sturton, who was paying them a visit, haVing 
gone off on horseback and in the cart with Sam and 
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Dick to Fahl-plas^ the farm of James and John Higgins. 
They were escorted by Alfred Sturton and Alice's in- 
tended. Alfred was a younger brother of Arthur. The 
occasion of this festivity was little Sarah's birthday^ and 
there had been great excitement among the young people^ 
for they were to have a dance. 

The next day Freestate seemed very ill^ standing 
about listlessly and eating but little, and Mr. Higgins 
said he ought to have a bran mash, but the Kaffir never 
gave it to him. At about two o'clock we were startled by 
seeing the cart with Ada and Alfred in it, and Alice and 
Harriet on horseback. I shall never forget the sharp 
ring of terror in Mrs. Higgins's voice as she greeted them 
with, *' Where are my children ? " Little Sarah, the^ 
told us, was very ill with sore throat — diphtheria had been 
fatal in the family — and Augusta was ill too. * It was 
decided to start at once for Fahl-plas, Mr.iand Mrs. 
Higgins in the cart, and I riding, for Mrs. Higgins said 
she would like me to go to see the children. The two 
greys did their return journey well. We got in before 
dark. Little Sarah was very ill with high fever, and her 
throat dreadfully inflamed — she was almost delirious at 
times. Augusta had simply a bad cold. 

Then, for the first time, did I see the misery of illness 
in this country. The two houses at Fahl-plas could 
muster but eight rooms together, counting the kitchens. 
Into these eight rooms, or rather six rooifis, had to be 
stowed four men, five babies, or children little more than 
babies, two little girls, and four women — fifteen people ! 
Mrs. Higgins, Augusta, Sarah and I were all in one small 
room, and its one window had to be kept shut ! Its door 
opened into the dining-room where two of the men slept 
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and it Lad no chimney to admit air. Then the impossi- 
bility of keeping the small children quiet I I remember 
two little boys inventing a dreadful species of drum made 
out of an old biscuit tin, which could be heard for miles 
off, and when it was taken away, their shrieks were worse 
than the drum itself. 

Augusta was well enough in a day to be driven over 
to Surprise; the rest of us stayed with little Sarah. 
Her throat ulcerated and was dreadfully bad, but finally 
the ulcers broke, and she began to mend. Before this, 
however, Mrs. Higgins expressed a wish that I should 
return to Surprise, to be with Augusta and Harriet, and 
great was their astonishment at my appearance alone just 
as it got dark one evening. Poor Freestate was dead- 
killed by .the bots. I had heard of many things which 
were suppose to kill bots— one excellent remedy, I had 
been told, was thick sugar-and- water — ^also strong coffee. 
I determined now to make the experiment, and getting 
a live bot from the stomach of the poor horse, (the 
creatures had eaten through the stomach in places), I 
put it into all sorts of baths. Strong solution of tartar 
emetic — so strong as to be an impossible dose for a 
horse — alone seemed to make the objectionable little worm 
feel ill ; that nearly killed him, and would have killed him 
altogether, only that just as he was at his last gulp I put 
him as an experiment into a bath of strong coffee, when 
he instantly came to and looked quite lively. Sugar, too, 
he seemed rather to like ; and at last I gave my experi- 
ments up, having tried all the medicines in my medicine- 
chest, besides other simples, such as coffee. 

Hai-riet Sturton was a very pleasant addition to our 
party, and except for my anxiety about little Sarah, I 
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should have quite enjoyed this time, but I now felt how 
fond of the child, and still more of her mother, I had 
grown. I could have cried for joy the day she was brought 
home. 

Mr. Higgins now prepared to leave home for the Bush- 
veldt, and here I must explain what the bush-veldt is. 

Lying towards the northern borders of the Transvaal 
are large tracts of land, unfitted for cultivation except in 
parts, owing to there not being much water, and hence 
given over to nature, and such trees as nature causes to 
grow there. There are not many parts of this bush- 
veldt where the trees are fine, owing to the constantly- 
recurring bush-fires ; bat the bush- veldt of Zoutpansberg, 
which is called the Wood-bush, produces fine timber, and 
steam saw-mills have been established there lately. Along 
that part of the Crocodile River which runs through the 
bush-veldt there are some large trees, and I believe in 
the bush-veldt, bordering the Swazee country, trees of 
good size are also plentiful. The bush-veldt generally has 
few Boer houses in it, although it is divided into &rms, 
whose proprietors live elsewhere in summer, leaving their 
possessions there either tenantless or tenanted only by 
Kaffirs. In winter, however, they trek there with 
their flocks and herds, also generally with their families, 
and then the buah-veldt is full of waggons and tents. The 
Boers greatly enjoy this annual picnic ; the men hunting, 
the women and children sitting and playing about under 
the trees, and enjoying the verdure, which, to those who 
live on what is called the high or Ur-veldt, a barren but 
healthy tract of the Transvaal, is a luxury. The bush- 
veldt is fatal to horses during the summer, but is safe for 
them in winter; and the grass there remaining, as a rule, 
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green under the bushes all through the winter, the oxen, 
and sheep have nice feeding, whereas in the other parts 
of the Transvaal the grass is either long, hard, and dry, 
or .burnt oflf by the grass-fires There are, however, great 
drawbacks to going every year to the bush-veldt. 
Poisonous herbs grow there, one of which is fatal to 
sheep, the other to oxen. It is easy to lose animals in 
the thick bush, and when lost they are liable to fall a prey 
to wild beasts. It is also difficult to keep the herds of 
different owners separate, and hence the disease called 
*' lung-sick'' (which is contagious amongst cattle) often 
does much damage ; whilst a long pod which grows on 
one sort of thorn-tree has a poisonous effect on cattle that 
eat it, lowering their condition, and sometimes even 
killing them. Many also of the farmers live at a great 
distance from the bush-veldt, and the long journey tells 
against their animals. On the other hand, if cattle and 
sheep are to be kept in the higher parts of the Transvaal 
in the winter, good shelter for them must be erected, and 
hay and other food laid by for them. This would necessi- 
tate outlay and trouble, both things that a Boer detests. 
He and his wife are so accustomed to the detestable 
jolting and discomfort of a waggon that they think 
nothing of the long journey ; so much accustomed to the 
higgledy-piggledy arrangements in their cabins, or small 
houses, that a tent is far preferable — ^and indeed a tent 
can be most comfortable. But the idea of cutting grass 
for winter fodder, or growing turnips or mangel-wurzel ! 
They would stand and laugh a broad he-haw at such an 
idea in most cases, only a few being sufficiently enlightened 
to confess it might be well to carry it out. Their plan is 
to put a match in the grass when it is dry, to burn it and 

H 



98 A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 

get rid of it, bo that the fresh grass may sprout, and trek 
to the bnsh-yeldt. Grass-fires are verj dangerous. 
Waggons, stock, and dwelling-houses are sometimes de- 
stroyed by ihem ; but then it is only sometimes, so what 
does it matter 7 The resolt of this treking to the bnsh- 
yeldt is, that for about six months in the year milk cannot 
be got except in the bosh-yeldt ; and the same may be 
said of butter, for the Boers make butter so badly that it 
will not keep. They do not, besides, make much, and 
cheese they neyer make. In Pretoria milk sells readily 
at a shilling a bottle in the winter, and butter sometimes 
runs up to four, or even five shillings a pound ; three 
shillings is considered a moderate price. 

Even at the best of times, in this great pasture country 
(for, as a wholes the Transvaal is that) the cows give very 
little milk. I have seen over twenty cows give about two 
buckets when they were in full milk I It is usually said 
that the cows of this country are bad milkers, and only 
good for breeding oxen ; but it strikes me that even good 
oowsj treated as they are here, would soon become bad. 
Exposed constantly to the weather, whatever it may be, 
every night driven into an open kraal, sometimes knee- 
deep in mud, with their calves left close to them all night, 
only kept firom sucking by a barrier of thorn bushes, or a 
few poles, or at best a stone wall, by which a division is 
made in the big kraal; sometimes trying all night to break 
through to them ; never given any food but grass — ^what 
can be expected from them f Boers, too, will assure you 
that no cow will give milk unless her calf is first allowed 
to suck, and that if the calf dies she will run dry. Like 
many other things in this country, a UtUe good manage- 
ment would set it to rights. 
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WI17 Mr. Higgins sent his cattle to the bush-veldt I 
really don't know^ for he said himself the journey was bad 
for them^ and that they could get as good eating in the 
kloofs (or ravines) on his property as they could any- 
where, instancing the fact that the cattle belonging to 
his kraal-Kaffirs, that grazed about the mountains in the 
winter, looked better than his did when they returned 
from the bush- veldt. However, he had sent them under 
the care of the Nell family as soon as his waggons came 
up Arom Natal, leaving only one span of oxen to do the 
farm work, and one fine ox that was too sick to walk, 
at Surprise, and now he prepared to follow them. His 
father and mother had gone before, leaving Alice and 
Ada at Surprise, and we once more settled down in our 
quiet life. 

Before going farther, allow me to introduce the Nell 
family.' It consisted of a hulking black-bearded father ; 
of a stout garrulous mother, who had unlimited powers of 
invention, and who could speak a little English; then 
followed two big dons, and a whole bevy of little boys and 
girls, ending with an infant in arms. Krishian (I spell 
as pronounced — I believe his name is Christian) was a 
young gentleman who wished to be elegant. Whenever he 
got any money by working — an occupation he objected to 
— ^he spent it in making himself lovely in velvet coats, &c., 
occasionally investing in that most perilous possession in 
the Transvaal, a horse, but when he had one he took no 
care of it. As may be imagined, the ups and downs of 
this young man were frequent. The second son, Dahl — 
I don't know what his real name was, Dahl being, I 
heard, his mother^s abbreviation, of darling — ^was a 
big hulking fellow with a baby's face, and the most 
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wonderful talent for romancing I ever met with or heard 
of, except in Lever's creation of " Potts " in " A Day's 
Eide." He was a better fellow by far than E^rishian, 
although dirtier, and worse to shake hands with. Of 
the younger members of the family I hare no distinct 
knowledge ; to hear their names, you would have thought 
they were a family of pups. There were Tic, and Tol, 
and Toss, besides others. The father and mother had 
come from the old colony, where they had had, and lost, 
money, and in consequence considered themselves some- 
thing better than those of their neighbours who were as 
poor as they, but they let their children, big and little, be 
on terms of equality with the Urlams Kaffirs. 

There was a small one-roomed cabin, situated at the 
lower end of Mr. Higgins's property, originally built by 
William Sturton, who, like his brother Arthur, had married 
a Miss Higgins. He had built it for himself and his wife^ 
before he hired a farm in the valley near to his brother, 
and since then the cabin had remained tenantless. Just 
before Mr. Higgins went to Natal, Krishian and Dahl 
had asked to be allowed to occupy this eligible residence, 
and to till some ground near to it, in return for their ser- 
vices on the farm. Mr. Higgins had consented, saying, 
however, that they must come alone I He had had pre- 
vious and disagreeable knowledge of the whole family as 
tenants. 

" You will see that the whole troop will come so soon 
as you go away,'' Mrs. Higgins had said. 

^* Then I will send them packing, when I come back," 
replied her husband, causing Mrs. Higgins to laugh in a 
way that told me she doubted his ferocity. True enough, 
two days after Mr. Higgins^s departure, a waggon was 



A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. loi 

seen depositing tlie whole family and their baggage at the 
cabin. How they all managed to pack into that diminu- 
tive abode, Heaven only knows ! but houses here are 
wonderfiiUy elastic. They commenced tilling some ad- 
joining ground in a leisurely manner^ made themselves 
very much at home at Surprise in a cringing sort of 
way^ and did as little as possible. On Mr. Higgins's 
return no change was made ; he, an over-easy master for 
Kaffirs, was not likely to be less so for people of white 
race. Mrs. Nell would sometimes pay a day's visit at 
Surprise, where her conversation was a mixture of 
flattery and gossip ; she knew everything about every- 
body, and her curiosity was unbounded She would 
follow Mrs. Higgins about as she did her household work, 
sitting down in the nearest chair and pouring forth a 
stream of t^lk* She and her husband were very anxious 
for Mr. Higgins to adopt one of their small fry, a dimi- 
nutive but perfect specimen of a Dutchman — chubby, 
•stolid, with little knickerbockers, short jacket, and broad 
hat, all complete, only wanting a pipe to be quite perfect. 
I don^t know whether he was Tic, Toss, or Tol, but 
anyhow his parents, whilst giving him an excellent 
character, were anxious to part with him, partly, they 
averred on account of his own surprising attachment to 
Mr. Higgins ; Mrs. Higgins, however, resolutely rejected 
this handsome present. Dahl Nell often favoured Sur- 
prise by a short visit, generally asking for a loan of some- 
thing, which it was difficult to get back again^ and 
enlivening his conversation by stories of doubtful veracity. 
Once he gave a touching description of the death of an 
acquaintance of the Higginses, who was in robust health at 
the time ; but his grandest flight of fancy, that I ever 



I02 A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 

Heard of, was reserved for a farmer who lived at some 
distance. Chancing to meet this individnal, the baby- 
faced Dahl recounted to him that he had been fortnnate 
enough to obtain from old Mr. Higgins the loan of his 
span of ozen^ that he had also got a waggon^ and was 
prepared to ride transport to the Diamond Fields, 
familiarly called the '* Fields." High prices were being 
given for produce there at the time, and transport was 
also high, and many a young man's dream was to be able 
to get a span and a waggon to take loads there. I sup- 
pose Dahl as he had trudged along on fobt to where he 
met the farmer, had dreamed a pleasant day-dream of 
how at some future time he might make enough money to 
afford himself a horse. The farmer pricked up his ears, 
and the affair ended by a bargain being struck for Dahl 
to take a load for him to the Fields. How Master Nell 
got out of his contract I don't know, but as .he had no 
means of fulfilling it he must have got out of it somehow, 
probably scathlessly, for the Nell family seemed to have 
a knack of wriggling out of difficulties in safety. 

"Why Mr. Higgins trusted his valuable cattle to go 
to the bush- veldt under the care of these people I can't 
say, but the Nell family were delighted to be so trusted. 
They would have milk all the winter, could make butter, 
and sell it afterwards if they chose to take the trouble of 
putting it in jars, or if not eat it themselves ; they could 
have meat too, which was a luxury to them, for they 
could easily invent a story to account for the death of an 
animal ; and then they were paid into the bargain. They 
had got an old tent-waggon and departed happy, and 
by the time Mr. Higgins came up to them had killed a 
cow. They said she had gone blind 1 they swore she had 
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— so blind that she could not see where to walk ; but it 
was strange that the Kaffirs with them had been unable 
to detect her inability to distinguish surrounding objects, 
I forgot to mention that amongst other talents Mrs. Nell 
possessed that great female accomplishment' of being able 
to weep to order, and this always settled the matter with 
Mr. Higgins. 
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CHAPTER XL 

I HAVE a pleasant remembrance of winter at Surprise 
— the bright crisp morning air as I walked through the 
hoar-frost to the stable, there to warm my hands by 
cleaning Eclipse; the cheery breakfast of bread and 
mutton, or sometimes eggs, occasionally pleasantly diver- 
sified by hot scones, and which my exercise always caused 
me to enjoy, although I confess I missed the milk ; then 
lessons. I don^t maintain that they were always pleasant 
— that would be impossible j and the school-room — a bare 
room, with the rafters showing overhead, a mud floor, 
and with a big deal table, two forms^ one chair, and a big 
packing-case for furniture — was sometimes bitterly cold ; 
but Mrs. Higgins would bring, or send us in, little iron 
dishes of hot embers to warm our toes, and we wrapped 
ourselves up in all sorts of jackets and shawls. Bough 
would curl up in my lap and act muff; and so we pulled 
through, and except when little Sarah's grief at not 
being able to have a good romp instead of saying lessons, 
became overwhelming, we used to be quite • merry over 
our spelling-books, geography, 4c. Dinner of mutton, 
pumpkin, potatoes, and sometimes crushed mealies, made 
a diversion ; and then afternoon tea, when Mrs. Higgins 
generally managed to get an egg to beat up in my tea^ 



A Lady Trader tn the Transvaal. 105 

and make a substitate for milk. I used to enjoy that 
tea, I lolling on the table — having been sitting too long 
for standing not to appear preferable to sitting to me \ 
Mrs. Higgins, always with some work in her hands, sitting 
on the sofa; and the children running about the room 
chattering, as children always do when let out of school. 
The singing lesson generally came after; and then I 
hastened off to catch Eclipse (for although he would let 
himself be driven up towards the house by the little 
Kaffirs, he would not let himself be caught except by me) 
and take him to the stable^ to give him his evening feed 
and bed him up. 

Just before starting for the bush-veldt, Mr. Higgins 
(having sent the Kaffir Jonas away) had given me his 
house as a stable for Eclipse, but before that, I used to 
feed him outside the old stable under the big syringa- 
trees of an evening, and many a pretty Rembrandt-look- 
ing group have I seen of the Kaffirs, little and big, sitting 
round this evening jBre, which threw fitful lights on the 
trunks of the surrounding bushes and trees, and on the 
l<)^g g^^^s> ^so on elf-like little figures dancing some un- 
couth Elaffir dance, and chanting some equally uncouth Boer 
ditty, interrupted by peals of ringing laughter as one or 
the other played some trick off on his or her companions. 
Great amongst the trick players were little Sarah (who, 
free from school, was wild with spirits) and Fiervaree the 
small groom. Then to walk to the house, and see the 
light of the bright wood fire in the drawing-room gleam- 
ing through the darkness, and know how cosy it would 
be that evening after our supper of bread and tea, when 
we would all draw round the fire, and with the three 
youngest girls curled up on the ground, or sitting in the 
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big fireplace, a petition would be put up by a chorus of 
young voices for a story, and I had to recall old German 
*' Mahrchen *' and eastern '' Arabian Nights/' and make 
De laMotte Pouqn6's charming '^ Undine*' come forth firom 
the treasury of my memory, to delight these pretty little 
Africanders, who hung on my words as if I had been a 
veritable Scheherazade. ' There were two additions to 
our family always in the room ; these I had forgotten to 
mention. One was a dassy, or rock rabbit, a round 
furry little beast, guiltless of a tail, and with the brightest 
eyes, and the sharpest of white teeth, which it was not 
slow to use. It was still quite young, but when annoyed 
was very fierce, and would fly at any one it fancied meant 
to offend it, as at any dog or horse that in any way 
molested it, making a queer snapping noise, and curling 
up its little upper lip in a savage manner that seemed 
quite preposterous in such a soft little furry beast. It 
was wonderfully active, and although its legs were almost 
too short to be visible, and it had no neck to speak of, 
and was besides as fat as a plump partridge, it thought 
nothing of taking the most prodigious jumps up, down, 
or sideways. The mischief this little animal delighted in 
was something wonderfuL It had a great taste for 
flowers ; roses it particularly affected ; and whether it saw 
one in a girl's hair, or in a vase on a high chimney-piece, 
was quite immaterial to it. To jump from the floor on 
the young lady's shoulder and seize its prey, or to spend 
a whole afternoon in practising jumps at the chimney- 
piece, was the same to Master Dassy. He always got ihe 
rose in the end. And if there was not a rose, he would 
demolish whatever in the flower line there was. The 
numbers of vases full of water that small animal over- 
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tamed was wonderftil ; but at times he would become the 
victim of an insane desire to break something. Once he 
made up his mind to break a very pretty glass vase. He 
showed his intention early in the mornings and in spite of 
the vase being repeatedly placed in positions that were 
supposed to be safe from his assaults^ it was broken 
before evening. We were at supper when we heard the 
crash^ and arrived in the drawing-room just in time to see 
Master Dassy scuttling away^ his little black eyes dancing 
with glee^ and the vase, broken in pieces, lying on the floor. 
At meal-times Dassy was great. He would make one 
spring from the sofa to the table, and once there he would 
put one little paw on the side of a dish, and* tilt up the 
cover with his little snub nose, look what was inside, and 
if he liked it nibble a little, if not put down the cover and 
go to another dish. I have often looked at him sitting in 
the middle of the table eating alternately from four dishes. 
If he was interfered with, he would charge at the 
offender, barking, and showing his teeth, and if he could 
not bite his enemy, he would at least fasten on and worry 
his sleeve. If there was nothing else to eat he would 
nibble hair or wool mats, and window blinds, sometimes 
even he would sit on my shoulder and nibble my hair. 
He and Bough were great friends, and he would curl up 
on Bough's back, or between his paws, and look exquisitely 
comfortable. Dassy was a Sybarite. His slumbers were 
not to be disturbed with impunity. He generally slept 
in his master and mistress's bed, and would bite them if 
they, in moving, interfered with him. In the morning he 
would have his early coffee, and if it were not given 
quickly to him in a saucer, he would jump up and upset 
the cup ; then he would hop up to the window, and pop 
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his nose through a hole in one of the panes to try what 
the temperature was, and if it was cold he would retreat 
to bed again. There was a thin muslin curtain hung over 
the lower part of the window which interfered a little 
with him, so one day he nibbled it away exactly over 
where it had acted as a curtain to his loop-hole. He was 
a most engaging little animal ; and when at last he fell 
sick, and his appetite failing, waxed thin, and at last so 
feeble that he could hardly move, his little face and ways 
were most touching. He would still try to eat a rose, 
and if he saw one, would look first at it, and then at any- 
one who happened to be near him, imploringly. A few 
nights before he died I had occasion to go into the kitchen 
after the family were in bed. Dassy was curled up in the 
still warm ashes of the fire, and as I came in I was struck 
by the mute appeal in his eyes. I thought he might 
want something to drink, and brought water and then 
milk to him ; but he would not touch either, but still 
looked imploringly at me. I stroked the poor little back, 
now quite sharp and bony, and puzzled my brains as to 
what the little thing could want. Suddenly he crawled 
over to a small piece of half-burnt wood, and took it up, 
then looked straight at me, nibbled it and put it down* 
I saw then what he wanted, and got him food, which he 
ate greedily. I had not thought of it before, for he had 
persistently refused food for days. During the winter, 
however, Dassy was still well and mischievous, and Fido, 
Ronghy, the two cats, Dassy, and a little prairie-dog, or 
meer-cat, formed members of our evening party. 

The meer-cat, an animal I had often seen in the Zoolo- 
gical Grardens, was even funnier than the dassy. With its 
long black bushy tail, long sharp nose, and bead-like eyes^ 
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it looked as if it would be the more active of the two. 
But the dassy beat it hollow iu jumping. Meer-cat, how- 
ever^ would canter along as quick as a horse, and many a 
time has he even outrun Eclipse as he cantered ; when, 
jumping up on a convenient ant-heap, this little piece of 
absurdity would stand bolt upright, balancing himself on 
his tail, and with his fore paws crossed, and his head 
turning from side to side, would survey his surroundings 
with the greatest complacency, until the horse, being 
abreast of him, he would jump down, and with his tail 
erect make off to the next nearest ant-heap. Sometimes 
he would lie on his back propped against a stone, with his 
fore paws crossed, his tail turned up between his hind 
legs, head thrown backwards, and his eyes cast up in a most 
sentimental manner. Beally, however, he cast up his eyes 
to keep a sharp look-out for hawks, of which he was 
terribly afraid. At other times he would play hide and 
seek with Dassy, or throwing one fore paw round the cat^s 
neck, sit for half an hour examining her fur in the way 
monkeys do, or he would compose himself to sleep, lean- 
ing back cross-pawed in the chimney corner, or perhaps, 
after vain efforts at keeping in an absolutely erect position 
poised on his tail in front of the fire, and after sundry 
bobs and nods and sudden awakings, accompanied with 
those demonstrations of great wakefulness which I have 
60 firequently observed and practised during sermon- . 
times in my youthful days, he would suddenly collapse 
into a little furry ball, and sleep so soundly that he would 
emit little snores and let himself be handled without 
awaking. He was as mischievous as Dassy, only in a 
different way, and having been accustomed in his early 
youth to follow the fashion of meer-cata and live in a 
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hole^ he was neyer tired of grabbing^ either in or oat of 
doors. 

Sometimes our eveiiing's amusements were diversified 
by making pancakes, or by playing games, such as magic 
music and friar's ground; and sometimes the children 
would give me a good laugh by chasing old Khrid as she 
went about her duties in the kitchen, carrying a lighted 
candle in a pewter candlestick poised on her head. 

Occasionally a chance visitor from the outer world 
would drop in unexpectedly — strangers travelling through 
the country for the first time, or people out for a 
day or two from Pretoria, or sometimes people of the 
country travelling on business. Whatever or whoever 
they were, they met with genial hospitality at Surprise. 
Then, at other times, Jimmy would come up to pay a visit 
on Sunday, one of the girls and I would ride down to 
the valley, or I would ride over to the farmhouse where 
the post was left, for letters. 

One hideous episode alone, broke the pleasant monotony 
of this time. One night I was awakened by a loud tapping 
at my door and Mrs. Higgins's voice calling me. I jumped 
up in a fright, thinking that one gf the children must be 
iU, but was glad to hear that it was only a Kaffir child, 
the little daughter of a certain Andreas, who lived in a 
small separate kraal on Mr. Higgins's estate. Andreas 
affected to be something better than the usual kraal Kaffirs, 
but his wife was a mere savage, dressed in skins and 
blankets, and his children ran about either naked or with 
only a narrow girdle on. Mrs. Higgins took me into the 
kitchen, where I saw Andreas with the little girl squatted 
on the floor, and the mother with a baby in her arms 
standing close by. After examining the child I felt con- 
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vinced tliat she had taken poison — some vegetable poison ; 
I could not say wliat. The history told by her father^ and 
which^ owing to my still imperfect knowledge of Dutch, 
had to be interpreted to me by an old Englishman who 
was building a stone cattle-kraal at Surprise, and who 
had been aroused from his sleep in the lumber-room by 
these late visitors, was this. The mother had gone a 
short time before to a neighbouring kraal where the family 
of Andreas^s brother^s wife lived. She had taken the girl 
with her, and from the day she returned she had been 
ailing. The father seemed greatly distressed ; the mother 
did not seem in the least interested. After doing what I 
could for the child and leaving the kitchen, I com- 
municated my opinion as to the cause of the illness to 
Mrs. Higgins. She then reminded me that this very 
Andreas, shortly after my arrival at Surprise, had been 
accused of poisoning his brother, Boykraal by name, 
having administered a certain poison to him which had 
caused him to go mad. That Boykraal, a fine lad not 
long married, had gone raving mad for a time, and had 
since remained in a half mad state, whilst he looked quite 
old, was certain. He had deserted his wife, and generally 
wandered about talking nonsense to himself. Andreas 
had been accused before the captain or chief of his tribe, 
but the charge had fallen through in some way. I 
remembered too that Mrs. Higgins had, at the time, said 
that Boykraal's people would take revenge. I also 
remembered that a short time before, Andreas and his 
wife had had a desperate disagreement, ending by Mrs. 
Andreas running away to her father across the mountain. 
This is a usual form of husband-bullying among the 
Kaffirs. Girls are sold high amongst these people, an 
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attractive and active girl f etcHing a considerable price in 
cattle for a wife. She has to work hard afterwards, for 
the cultivation of the fields is done principally by the 
women ; but if her husband displeases her she walks off 
to her old home ; and as it is considered a great disgrace 
to a man for his wife to be in her father's kraal, he gene- 
rally buys her back, paying the father one or more head 
of cattle to restore her. Andreas had bought his better 
half back again, after grieving over her departure for 
some days ; but shortly after she had betaken herself for 
a visit to the kraal of the father of Boykraal's wife, and 
the eldest of Andreas's children, and his favourite, was ill 
since then. It struck me as strange that Mrs. Andreas, 
who was of course well aware of the vindictiveness of her 
own race, should have chosen Mrs. Roykraal's kraal as a 
place to make an excursion to with her children. I 
watched the child until early morning, then went to have 
some sleep. When I saw her later, although still weak 
and at times light-headed, she could eat with relish ; and 
as it is not pleasant to nurse any one, especially a dirty 
E^ffir, in one's kitchen, I agpreed with Mrs. Higgins that 
the child might be taken to her home. We cautioned 
the parents that they must not leave her alone a 
minute. 

The day passed as usual. I was very sleepy in the 
evening and went to bed early. I always slept with my 
window open, and Rough always lay curled up at the foot 
of my bed. Some way on in the night I was startled by 
his furious barking, and jumping up, I saw a black head 
protruded inside of my window, whilst its owner said, in a 
frightened voice, that Andreas's child was dying, and that 
he had brought it. I let the people into the kitchen^ and 
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called Mrs. Higgins. It was a frightful scene. The child 

was in the most raving delirium I ever saw, convulsed in 
a most horrible manner, and her howls were unearthly, 
interrupted, every now and then, by the most touching 
appeals to her father — touching because of the sound of 
her voice and her action. Her own father could not under- 
stand what she said. He had brought her tied on his 
back, which she had lacerated with her nails and teeth. 
The poor fellow had no thought for himself, but with 
anguish in his face and voice he besought me to save 
his child. I asked if he had remained all day with the 
girl ; he answered that he had been obliged to go away 
once or twice, but that the mother had remained with 
her. That more poison had been administered was, 
however, certain. I looked at the mother; she was 
squatted in the chimney corner, rolled up in two 
blankets, and was looking at her daughter's writhings 
with a stolid curiosity. Then a horrid suspicion crossed 
my mind. 

The child, after taking some medicine, became quiet, 
but soon began to get deadly cold. We got all the 
blankets we could to roll round her, and put hot bricks 
to her feet and the calves of her legs. The mother never 
moved. At last, the child still being cold, I ordered 
Andreas to take one of the blankets off his wife, as she 
was warm enough with one, sitting as she was by the 
fire. The patient was just getting a little warmer, and I 
had turned away from her for a few minutes, when I 
noticed that the mother moved and began to arrange the 
blankets round her child. I watched her to see what she 
was going to do, and was horrified to see that she pulled 
her own blanket out, uncovering the child, and proceeded 

I 



114 -^ Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 

• 
to roll it round herself^ sayings it was explained to me, that 

she was sure the girl was dyings and that she could not 

remain^ but was going home. It struck me that Andreas 

was afraid of the woman ; but I pulled her blanket off 

somewhat ungently^ and again rolled it round the child^ 

telling the woman that she might go without it if she 

chose ; but she crouched up again by the fire. The &ther 

again made a passionate appeal to me to save the little 

girl's life ; and Mrs. Higgins having come into the kitchen^ 

I asked her to tell him that I was doing all I could, but 

that I was combating no disease, but poison, and that it 

was a poison which I had not the proper means at hand 

to combat successfully. The wretched man wrung his 

hands. '' Oh I " he exclaimed wildly, '' if I could but get 

to (mentioning a Kaffir name) behind the mountain, 

he would save her.'' Saul, the driver, who was standing 

close by Mrs. Higgins and me, whispered, " That's the 

man he got the poison for Boykraal from." 

I shall never forget that night — the almost dark 
kitchen, the awe-struck group standing rpund the child 
with her father kneeling by her, the witch-like figure of 
the mother crouched in one comer of the large fireplace, 
with an impish-looking boy of about twelve— the shepherd 
— crouched in the opposite one, with a grin on his face, 
and with his lanky bare arms and legs looking more like 
a hideous spider than anything else; and the sickening 
conviction that was growing upon me that the mother 
was an accomplice to the poisoning I 

Towards morning I had so far succeeded that the child 
was warm, and appeared to be sleeping naturally. I felt 
quite worn out, and not wishing to disturb the children's 
routine by sleeping the next day, I told the father to call 
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me so soon as the little girl should awake^ and then I lay 
down on my bed in my clothes. It was sJready dawning, 
and it was still very early morning when I awoke. I got 
np and hastened to the kitchen. All bat the elf-like 
Kaffir boy were gone; he, as usual, was making early 
cofifee. He told me that at break of day, the mother had 
insisted upon removing the child to the old stable near 
the garden. He said the child h^A seemed to him better. 
I drank the coffee, and Mrs. Higgins sent a boy to ask 
how the patient was. The answer came back that the 
child was again in convulsions ; but on seeing me preparing 
to go, the boy said it was useless — that as he left, the 
woman, regardless of Andreas, had rolled her child tight 
up in a blanket, and had started for her kraal with her 
burden on her back. It was evidently a hopeless case. 
In the afternoon I rode down to the kraal, two small huts 
in a little yard enclosed with reeds. The yard was lined 
with women, squatting on the ground and talking, the 
mother amongst them. In the principal hut Andreas 
was seated on the ground, holding his little girl in his 
arms. She was in a stupor, which I saw at once was the 
precursor of death ; several kraal Kaffirs were squatted 
round ; one of them, called Old Jas, a relation of Boy kraal, 
with a most diabolical grin on his face. The child died 
that evening, and amidst much shrieking of the women, 
amongst whom the mother distinguished herself, was 
buried in her Other's little cattle-kraal— the place of 
honour amongst Kaffirs — ^and the huts were deserted as 
being ill-omened, Andreas and his family going to the 
big kraal. 

No farther notice was taken of the matter, but I heard 
various stories of Kaffirs having poisoned even white 

I 2 
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people's children in revenge, which, together with what 
I had seen, finished the disgust which I already felt for 
Kaffirs as a nation. The men who knew the Kaffirs best, 
and to whom I mentioned my conviction of the woman's 
guilt, said they had no doubt that 1 was right in my 
conclusions; that Kaffir women were quite capable of 
poisoning their own children in revenge upon their 
husbands. 
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• CHAPTER XII . 

Mb. Hiogins returned from the bush-veldt ill-content 

» 

with the management of the Nell family^ but thinking 
that he had set them on the right path. We had hoped 
for a little butter^ but none was sent. Things went on 
in much the same way after his return, with the exception 
that the story-telling came to an end, except when one 
of the children did not feel well and went to bed early, 
getting me to sit by the ' bed-side, or on the bed, and 
recount tales. I rather think there was a good deal of 
'^foxing'' done on little Sarah^s part: Augusta never 
"foxed'' about anything. 

It was mid-winter, and the grass-fires were wonderful 
and terrible to look at, as they swept along before the 
wind. Of course it depends on the strength of the wind 
whether they are dangerous or not, and it has always 
appeared strange to me how little the knowledge that 
the wind may rise or veer in a minute*, seems to trouble 
the farmers. One evening I was going to bed, when I 
observed the whole sky ablaze from an evidently large 
fire at the other side of that part of the mountain which 
formed a spur in front of my window. The trees clothing 
the mountain side, and the magnificent precipice at its 
topj stood out in effective relief against the flame-coloured 
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masses of smoke which were rolling, not towards 
Surprise, but, driven by the south wind northward over 
the mountain. The danger, so long as the wind remained 
steady, was not to us, for although the lurid light seemed 
near, I knew the fire could not even have reached the 
confines of Mr. Higgins's property. However, I called 
him — he had not yet gone to bed — ^and showed him the 
fire. " It is far ofi*,*' he said ; " don't be frightened, the 
wind is not blowing this way.*' ''But suppose it 
changes in the night f " said I. " Oh, it won't change," 
he answered, laughing, and returned quietly to his rest. 

I was convinced Mr. Higgins was not infallible about 
the wind, and I knew that Eclipse was shut up in a house 
surrounded by such long grass that it nearly reached to 
the thatched roof, so I opened my window wide, and 
resolved to wake several times during the the night ; this 
I can do when I choose. The first time I awoke the fire 
was no closer, it was being slowly driven northward; the 
second time the wind had changed, evidently only a short 
time before I awoke (it is possible its change woke me, 
for there was a slight breeze blowing into my room), and 
the smoke was pouring over the spur in the direction of 
the house. I had lain down in some of my clothes in 
case of emergency, and I immediately hastened through 
the dressing-room to Mr. Higgins's room, and tapping at 
the door told him of the change of wind. I had awakened 
and startled Harriet Sturton and the children, who were 
sleeping on the floor in the drawing-room. By the time 
I regained my room the flames could be seen, dancing 
amongst the foliage along the top of the spur. I now 
dressed ; and taking a bridle in my hand, I went down to 
Eclipse's- stable, so that in case of the wind rising I 
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might be able to get him out of it and into safety quickly. 
I did not go in^ but waited and watched the scene. It 
was impressive. The moon was a little past the full, and 
shed her light on all around ; to the north-west she was 
eclipsed by the fire^ that came steadily on, curling round 
the foot of the precipice, whose projecting crags it lit up 
fitfully, with its many tongues licking up the long grass, 
and shooting along the stems of the trees and amongst 
their branches, until they, instead of standing out black 
against a lurid background, looked like enormous torches. 
It came closer and closer, till I could not only feel its hot 
breath, but could hear the roar of the flames and the 
crackling of the grass and bushes; then at last some 
Kaffirs came from the houses beyond the dam, and ex- 
tinguished the fire by beating it down with big branches. 
It broke out again during the day, however; and the 
next evening, as I was riding back alone from a visit to 
the valley, I saw its red serpent-like track creeping up 
and across the mountain. 

I was beginning to understand the Boer language now, 
and even to talk it, having practised it with the little 
Kaffirs who used to congregate round me morning and 
evening while I was attending to my horse. These 
impromptu lessons had become rarer since I had a 
separate stable for Eclipse, still I had occasional visitors 
even there. Once I remember a young Kaffir, the very 
imp who had reminded me of an ugly spider the night of 
the Andreas tragedy, standing for a long time, lolling 
through one of the little windows of the stable, looking 
at me while I turned up the bedding and cleaned the stall 
after I had turned Eclipse out ; for, strange to say, I had 
vainly offered a shilling a week to any boy who would do 
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this for me. All were willing to take the shilling, bat 
none would do the work as I chose it to be done, a 
very small cleaning of a stable going a long way in 
the Transvaal. The abovementioned young gentleman 
watched me with great interest for some time, and I said 
nothing to him, just to see what was coming (I knew it 
would not be an offer of assistance), then, turning to a 
small girl who came to tell me that breakfast was ready, 
he observed with great unction, "No; thus J would 
never work for a horse.'' 

I was beginning to think that it was time for me to 
look about for a farm, as I had not intended to remain 
more than one year as a governess. I had learned a 
good deal in various ways, too, during the past months, 
as much as, without neglecting my duties, I should ever 
learn, and hence, having seen some advertisements in 
the Volkstem and Argus which looked promising, 
and hearing that Arthur Sturton with his wife and 
Jimmy were going to Pretoria for the races in September, 
and would take their waggon, I asked leave to go too, as 
I should be able to send up a dress in their waggon and 
not be entirely dependent on my habit, as I must be in 
the event of riding up alone. Mr. Higgins was going to 
the races also, and upon my getting the desired per- 
mission, it was agreed that Mrs. Higgins and the children 
should accompany him. 

Only two events that occurred between Mr. Higgins's 
return and our going to Pretoria have left any particular 
impression on my mind, in addition to that made by the 
fire! The first was the return of the cattle from the 
bush-veldt in the early spring, very shortly before we 
started. It was a beautiful afternoon when the little 
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Kaffirs came running with the news that the herd was in 
sight, bat a long way ofE. We all turned out, lessons 
being hurried on in honour of the occasion, to see them 
come up. And a pretty sight it was ; the cows, with their 
calves, born in the bush-veldt, trotting beside them, the 
sturdy oxen, and the frisky young cattle, all coming in a 
long line across the fresh young grass of the hill-side and 
under the thorn-trees, bellowing a welcome to their old 
home, and the evening sun throwing their shadows far 
along the ground. 

They no longer found their poor old companion who 
had been too ill to follow them to the bush-veldt. He 
had got better, and had almost weathered out the winter, 
but after being left for a few nights of bitter cold rain 
without any covering, shivering in the kraal, into which 
from old habit he used to put himself at night, he one 
morning tottered over to the waggon he used to draw, 
and fell dead beside the disselboom, his old place when 
treking. I was present when the Kaffirs skinned and 
opened the carcass, preparatory to eating it. The poor ox 
— a valuable one, who, but a short time before he got ill, 
had, with his mate, prevented the waggon being over- 
tumedi by their intelligence in holding back when the 
rest of the oxen were taking it into danger — died simply 
of neglected inflammation of the lungs. 

The second event was the visit of the Bishop of Pretoria, 
who'came and went on a jolly and evidently petted pony. 
He confirmed the three eldest girls, also old Mr. and 
Mrs. Higgins ; and I shall never forget the singularly im- 
pressive sight of this world-worn couple, kneeling beside 
their two young daughters and their fair-haired grand- 
child in the drawing-room at Surprise, and answering from 
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their careworn Hearts that they steadfastly believed in 
that religion from which they had drawn comfort in 
all their many troubles, whilst the children's fresh lips 
repeated the same words, without even an idea of what 
steadfast belief meant. 

We used to hare occasional religious services in the 
drawing-room^ Mr. Bichardson coming from Rustemberg 
twice, riding; and then a young Englishman (not in holy 
orders), who was tutor to the children of an English 
Africander farmer at some distance, being entrusted by 
the bishop with the spiritual care of the district in which 
Surprise was the largest farmhouse. On these occasions 
old Mr. and Mrs. Higgins and the Sturtons, who lived in 
the valley, and sometimes John or James' Higgins and 
family, would be our guests, also Jimmy ; and while I 
played the piano (for owing to my lameness I could not 
play the harmonium), the young people sang the hymns. 
The young amateur clergyman was a very amusing person, 
and used to convulse us with laughter at his absurd anec- 
dotes of his life at a Boer's where he had at first been 
tutor. He certainly did not seem to have slept on roses 
there. Besides being tutor in the English Africander's 
family, he had to help with a store and mill ; at last he 
found his duties too onerous, and all attempt at church 
services ceased. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

Thiiuc were many preparations to be made for going 
to Pretoria — dresses to be made for the children, and 
biscuits baked for ns all, for we were to live in the 
waggon whilst there — and the children were in great 
glee. At last the morning came; the waggon was 
packed; bedding, and boxes, and provisions, were all 
put in, and lastly Mrs. Higgins and her children. Then 
the waggon started, leaving Mr. Higgins and me to 
follow on horseback. We gave them a fair start ; and, 
leaving the old Englishman who had been building the 
new stone kraal, in charge of the place, and of the dogs 
and other pet beasts, who all had to be shut np until 
we were gone, and having locked up the front part of the 
house, we mounted our horses and followed. 

We came up with the waggon about half way to Moy- 
plas, outspanned just across a deep spruit. The travellers 
were having a tea-dinner, so we off-saddled and enjoyed 
it with them ; then leaving them once more, we rode on. 
For some distance the road was uninteresting, its chief 
advantage being that it was good for cantering; but as 
we neared Moy-plas and crossed the tributary of the 
Crocodile Eiver, which I had previously crossed when 
riding to Fahl-plas, we came to a farm which made a 
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great impression upon ma Stretching right across the 
valley and to the top of the ranges on either side, with 
water from two tributaries of the Crocodile irrigating 
it, with its broad lands, magnificent orchard, its out- 
buildings, and its small but trim farmhouse, it looked the 
perfection of a Boer farm, and made one picture to oneself 
what it might be if it were an English one. The owner of 
this fine property — a tall, gaunt woman with a pleasant 
face, the widow of three husbands — was standing by the 
gate of the little yard in front of her house, a yard trim as 
a room, with oleander and other trees round it, and shut 
in by a low whitewashed wall. She received us cheerily, 
looked inquisitively at me when Mr. Higgins introduced 
me as his children's schoolmistress, told us that Arthur 
Sturton's waggon had passed, that he had paid her a visit 
with Jimmy, and that she thought Jimmy was rude because 
he did not shake hands all round, but she was delighted at 
my attempts to talk Dutch, and told me I must pay her 
ianother visit. She was surrounded by children of various 
ages, and all related to her in some way, whose parents 
lived in some of the buildings which looked like bams. 
This old lady was a remarkable woman. Hospitable and 
free-handed to all, of whatever nation they might be, she 
was yet a frugal manager. She and her first husband 
had started in life with a waggon and a span of oxen. 
I don't know what sort of man he was, but she was a host 
in herself. If her oxen stuck in a difficult drift, she would 
tuck up her petticoats, pull o£E her boots, and leaping from 
the waggon take the whip from her Kaffir and drive the 
team through herself. If labour was scarce at harvest 
time, or when water had to be led on the lands, she thought 
nothing of doing the necessary work, but she attended to 
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her honseliold duties witlial. She had never allowed her 
children to take any paii) in politics^ and I don^t think 
any one exactly knew what she thought of British rule. 
Like all Boer women and men^ she regarded husbands and 
wives as articles so necess^y to household comfort that 
no time must be lost in replacing them when lost ; still 
she was of opinion that there was some limitation as to 
age in the matter^ and I heard a delightful story about her 
reiception of a suitor after the demise of No. 3. 

Mr. Higgins was riding home from Pretoria one day 
when he met a young Boer, so magnificently got up that 
he knew he must be going a-courting ; for Boers array 
themselves splendidly, and pay great attention on such 
occasions to the quality and colour of their saddle- 
cloths, a very favourite sort being a large-patterned 
drugget with much green and red in it, and with a broad 
yellow woollen fringe. The young Boer seemed discon- 
certed when Mr. Higgins asked him where he was going, 
and still more so when Mr. Higgins playfully inquired 
whether the fair one was Lettie Matersen. This aroused 
Mr. Higgins's suspicions. Shortly after he had occasion 
to pass by Mrs. Matersen's farm, and, as usual, went in to 
pay a visit. He asked if she had lately seen (men- 
tioning the young man's name). ''Yes/' she said, ''he 
had been there;" and then went on to tell how the 
unfortunate individual had been dealt with by her. He 
had come to pay a visit, and the old lady instantly saw 
through his motives. She tormented him with questions 
as to whom he was going a-courting to, and as she knew 
all her neighbours, soon forced him into a comer by 
making him confess it was to none of them he was bound. 
She was deaf to his assertion that he was searching for 
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a lost ox (a favourite excuse with a would-be suitor)^ 
although he described all its marks ; and at last when she 
extorted from him that she was the object of his hopes 
and fears, she turned sharp on him with '^ Ah, ah ! You 
young idiot. You have come a-courting of my &rm, have 
you,^' &c., &c., until she drove him frantic from the house. 

We reached Moy-plas as the sun was beginning to get 
low, and found the Sturtons' and old Mr. Higgins's 
waggons there already — ^for Alice and Ada had persuaded 
the old people to take them to the races. 

I must try to describe Moy-plafl. It was a large, 
irregular-shaped cottage, whitewashed and thatched, and 
it looked more like an English farmhouse than any place 
I had seen in the Transvaal. It was approached by a 
road branching a little off the highway to Pretoria, and 
the back of the house was turned to this road and to the 
outbuildings, which partially enclosed the sheep and goat 
kraal. At each side of these were sheds for protecting 
the animals in bad weather. The front of the house 
opened on a verandah, from which a step led to a yard 
like Mrs. Matersen's, this in its turn opened on a strip 
of grass, with a well-kept path leading to a little bridge 
across the broad water-furrow (like a rivulet), and into a 
trim garden and orchard, where you might walk under 
rows of big orange and lemon trees, and along hedges of 
figs, pomegranates, and quinces. There were vines, too, 
kept low and trim, and lots of brandy was made at Moy- 
plas. Inside, the idea of an English farmhouse was sug- 
gested by the wooden ceilings, with their supporting 
rafters, painted and polished, and the ample cupboards. 
One apartment, the dining-room, was papered with prints 
cut from the lUusi/rated News ; many of them recalled the 
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ghosts of former days to me^ in a manner that was almost 
pleasant from the sense of strangeness that it awakened 
in me. 

Old Mr. and Mrs. Stnrton were already at Pretoria, 
having gone there on account of Mr. Sturton's illness, and 
Harriet with her elder sister Maria, and her younger 
Clara, were to follow [them in Arthur Sturton's waggon. 
The youngest girl, Lettie, was at Pretoria. Two sons — 
Percy, a jolly young fellow with a ferocious beard, 
and Augustus, who was still a child — were to be left in 
charge of the farm, which, like Mrs. Matersen^s, stretched 
from the top of the Magaliesberg across the valley to the 
top of the opposite range. William and Alfred, the two 
remaining sons, were the one on his farm, the other at 
school near Fahl-plas, his tutor being the amateur clergy- 
man. 

During the afternoon two rakish-looking men rode up, 
and were introduced to me as I sat under the verandah : 
they, too, were going to the race& One was an English- 
man I had often heard of, Charlie Harris ; the other^ a 
Boer, whom, however, I took for an Englishman, as he 
spoke English perfectly, and I did not catch his name. 
Van der Veer, when he was introduced. I must here 
remark that it is far more the custom to talk of people 
by their Christian and surname together, than to use the 
term "Mr.'' It is very common, indeed, to use the 
Christian name alone. These individuals did not stay 
long, not even off-saddling. The Sturtons made me have 
my meals in the house, but the others cooked beside their 
waggons, and I had a picnic tea by old Mrs. Higgins's 
camp fire. 

Our waggon came in late, and in the very early dawn 
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it and its occupants, together with Arthur Sturton's and 
old Mr, Higgins's. waggons, and many accompanying 
waggons laden with forage for the Pretoria market, were 
got under way. They were to outspann for breakfast im- 
mediately after they had crossed the Crocodile. Mr. 
Higgins, Arthur Sturton, and I, waited for early coffee, 
and then started after them on horseback, Percy Sturton 
riding with us so far as the first outspann. 

Very pretty the wooded drift of the Crocodile looked 
that morning, the river flowing past it towards the deep 
cleft through which it winds its way to the back of the 
Magaliesberg. All but one of the waggons were already 
outspanned on the opposite side, and the camp fires alight, 
the ladies and children standing in groups looking down 
at the one forage waggon which had stuck in the drift. 
I rode on, and Mr. Higgins and Percy Sturton, dis- 
mounting and taking the whips, soon drove it through. * 

We outspanned that evening close to Dasspoort, and 
within two miles of Pretoria, which lies on the other side 
of it. The name is derived from the number of dassies 
that used to live in the rocks at either side ; none are to 
be seen now, but the name remains. 

The next morning we inspanned early, and Mr. Higgins 
rode on before the waggons so as to be early on the market 
with samples of his forage. We all followed in the waggon. 
Eclipse being led. I thought Dasspoort looked very 
pretty in the early morning light, the road being cut 
out of the face of the rock a few feet above the course 
of the Apis river \ and even before we outspanned on the 
outskirts of the village, I remarked that it had greatly 
increased in size since I had seen it last, and that a 
great deal of building was going on. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

The great excitement during our stay at Pretoria was the 
races^ but other things, too, made an impression on my 
mind. First of all, the sleeping in the waggon. Mr. and 
Mrs. Higgins slept in the back part with little Sarah; a cur- 
tain divided them from Augusta and myself; and Sannee 
made up a sort of bed for herself on a box which stood 
across the fore part of the waggon, called the waggon- 
box, from which she had a tendency to roll down on my 
head in the night. Our washing arrangements were very 
limited ; and camp life, though jolly in its proper place, 
is a bore on the outskirts of a village, particularly when 
the village calls itself a city. However, we rubbed along. 
We found old Mr. Sturton very ill, and the arrangements 
for taking care of him were such as made my hair stand 
on end. A bare room had been hired at an enormous rent, 
in a house whose owners did not trouble themselves much 
about the illness of their tenant. A few things had been 
put in nastily, and there he lay, in danger of his life, with 
the cooking having to be done in his room, or outside, in 
a sort of yard, into which the refuse from all the neigh- 
bouring houses was thrown. There were no means of 
keeping the rooms fresh and clean— no comfort which an 
invalid requires. On the arrival of his daughters another 
small room (also bare) was hired, and here the girls slept, 

E 
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and sometimes sat^ on mattresses spread on the ground ; 
all this discomfort was not caused by want of money, 
but because the necessary accommodation was not to 
be had. 

I, of course, saw my kind acquaintances again at Pre- 
toria, and then there were the races. These were much 
better than I expected. The horses looked more up to 
the mark than I thought they would — the jockeys, also— 
and the running was not at all bad. Eclipse, remember- 
ing his old racing days, I suppose, was in a great state of 
mind at the first start. I rode with Mr. Higgins to see 
that, and then we separated, and I presently fell in with 
Mr. Van-der-veen at the Higgins^s waggon, which was 
drawn up in a line with many other waggons. The scene 
was characteristic of South Africa — the ox-waggon ele- 
ment predominating— but there were also traps of various 
kinds drawn up in line, a little grand stand, with the 
ring close to it — refreshment and other tents, a number of 
men on horseback, and two women besides myself. Mr. 
Van-der-veen proposed to go with me to see another 
start, and told me that one of the horses in this particular 
race belonged to an old Boer who believed greatly in him. 
He said he was glad to see Boers doing this sort of thing 
— it approached somewhat to civilization — in short, he 
talked altogether so much as if he had nothing to do 
with the Boers in general, that I was much surprised 
whan I heard afterwards that he was the son of a Boer. 
He and I then went to the Edinburgh Hotel, where I 
had put up my horse during my stay at Pretoria ; there 
we had lunch while the horses had a feed. I had been 
rather amused at Mr. Van-der-veen proposing this pro- 
'=^ding, although I thought it a very good one. 
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By the end of the day the male portion of the com- 
munity were getting very lively, and rows were plentiful. 
Poor old Mr. Sturton participated unpleasantly in this 
part of the day's programme, for while the noise outside 
his window was unceasing, his hosts favoured him with 
snatches from " Bonnie Dundee/' and other ballads, until 
a late hour; and Mrs. Sturton would not interfere, or 
allow me to interfere, because she thought it likely that 
if we did the invalid would be told to march the next 
morning, in spite both of his illness and the high rent he 
was paying. 

The next day I did not go to the races, as I thought the 
surroundings of the course would be too lively ; and on 
the third the waggons started on their homeward way. 
I remained behind, having affairs at Pretoria which, 
owing to all places of business being shut during the 
first two days of the races, I had been unable to get 
through before. I picked up the waggons at their first 
outspann, and had tea. Mr. Higgins had already arrived 
on horseback from Pretoria, and before we started James 
Higgins and his wife, with Alice and Harriett Sturton, in 
his covered-top cart, drawn by two good horses, came up; 
and, after a short rest, I started for Moy-plas in their 
company, but on horseback. Half-way we stopped at a 
Boer's house, where I was asked to prescribe for the 
children, who were very ill with whooping-cough ; and by 
night^fall we reached Moy-plas once more. The Ttaggbns 
came in the next morning; and in the afternoon Mr. 
Higgins, Arthur Sturton, and I started for home, leaving 
the rest to follow. 

Two events had taken place during our absence, both 
of them unpleasant. A neighbouring farmer. Do Kriiger 

E 2 



132 A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 

— ^brother of the well-known Paul — had been murdered 
by one of his Kaffirs ; and a tremendous grass fire had 
swept up to within a yard or so of the house Surprise, 
and to within about three feet of Eclipse's stable; it 
had even destroyed part of the rose hedge bordering the 
upper lands. 

The circumstances of Do Kriiger's (pronounced Kreer) 
death were singular. He had an old quarrel going on 
with some Kaffirs, who lived in a little kraal just where 
his property touched Mr. Higgins's. Of late the quarrel 
had been getting worse, the Kaffirs being very disobe- 
dient. They had lands given them to cultivate for their own 
use in lieu of payment (acommon arrangement in the Trans- 
vaal), and the natural consequence was that they wanted 
to work on their own lands when their master wanted 
them to work on his. The lettiug of water was the imme- 
diate cause of dispute. Do wanted water let on his lands, 
whilst the Kaffirs persisted in spending their time letting 
it on theirs. At last Do, having made up his mind to go to 
the bush-veldt to see how his cattle were getting on there, 
thought he would make an example. He called on some 
of his neighbours, amongst others on William Sturton, to 
ask them to accompany him to the little kraal, as he 
meant to give the Kaffirs a good lesson. This was a 
common practice amongst the Boers before English rule. 
William Sturton declined, but several Boers agreed ; and 
the next day, saddling his horse and bidding good-bye to 
his wife, he started for the bush-veldt, intending to settle 
his quarrel with the Kaffirs en route. His friends joined 
him at his own house, and having all reached the little 
kraal. Do called the Kaffirs. One only came out of the 
hut^ to whom Do said that he must immediately let on 
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water to the land. The Kaffir replied, that he would do 
so after he had watered his own, no doubt speaking dis- 
respectfully as well as disobediently. Upon this the 
Boers leapt off their horses and made a rush for the huts, 
forced their way in, overturning a small child, and seized 
the man who was particularly obnoxious to them ; but just 
as Do entered the house, a man of the name of Manell hit 
him over the head with a stick with a heavy knob at the 
end of it, here called a '^knob-kirrie," and felled him. 
His friends were intent on belabouring the man they had 
caught ; but Do called out, " Leave him alone and help 
me out — ^they have killed me.^' He walked a short way 
towards his house and crossed a spruit, then he said he 
must sit down. A large blood tumour had already formed 
behind the ear where he had been struck. He soon be- 
came unconscious, and died shortly after he was carried 
home. Strange to say, he received his death-blow on the 
very spot where his father had cruelly killed a Kaffir. 
His wife, a very fat woman, had seen her former husband 
brought home dead, killed by lightning. She went into 
convulsions and wept unceasingly, and did all the proper 
things to testify to the intensity of her grief on the 
occasion of Do's demise, and married for the third time 
six months after. The two men — Manell, the one who 
killed him, and Paul, the one who was going to be beaten 
— on hearing he was dead, ran away to Pretoria. They 
got there whilst we were there, and were caught 
whilst sitting by Mr. Higgins's camp-fire. After a long 
imprisonment Manell was hanged. 

The pretty farm of Surprise was a mass of black, 
with the ashes still lying on part, and the whitish effect 
they gave to the otherwise black prospect made it almost 
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ghastly. Fido and the other animals were all rights ex- 
cept Kough — ^he was gone. It appears that he had got 
into one of the rooms when we were locking up the 
house^ and had been shnt in. The Kaffirs hearing him 
whining had, after two days, forced a window open and 
let him out, when he immediately rushed oflf to Eclipse's 
stable, and then down towards the valley, the way I used 
to ride. I therefore concluded that he had gone back to 
Mr. King's, whom he had left to come to me, and this 
was the case. Mr. King came up the next day, and told 
us that he had seen Bough sneaking about his cottage ; 
but I had not time to go down for him. The day aft«r 
Mr. King came again, and brought his big dog. This 
dog knew me, and must have told Bough on returning 
home that I was at Surprise, for that very evening 
Eoughy came running in at the door, and up to me. 

The old life began again, disturbed only by my con- 
stant inquiries about farms. There were, of course, plenty 
of people willing to sell if they could induce me to pay exor- 
bitantly ; but none of the Boers in the vicinity, who had 
good farms, were disposed to part with them at all. At 
Pretoria I had not been able to arrange anything. 

Shortly after our return the dreaded " lung-sickness " 
broke out among the cattle. Investigation proved that 
an ox had died of lung-sickness in the bush-veldt, but the 
fact had been hushed up by the Nell family, who swore it 
died of what they call here '^ heart-water, '' in order to 
save themselves trouble ; for it is of the utmost import- 
ance when a case of " lung-sickness '' occurs, to innoculate 
the grown cattle, and to drench the young ones. They 
take the disease after these operations, but have it slightly 
and become *' sal ted,'' that is, are not liable to have it 
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again ; whereas if they take the disease naturally (and if 
it once breaks oat in a herd it is sure to run through it) 
they are mo&t likely to die of it. It was also found that 
the Nells had let some of Mr. Higgins's cattle get into the 
kraal of a man whose bush-veldt farm touched Mr. 
Higgins^s^ and had let them remain there a whole nighty 
although it was well known that there was lung-sickness 
in it. The worst part of the whole was, that when the 
disease broke out at Surprise they said it must have 
been caused by the malice of this very man (who was on 
bad terms with Mr. Higgins), for that he had buried the 
intestines of the cattle he had lost by " lung-sickness'^ close 
to the place where Mr. Higgins's cattle went to water. At 
first Mr. Higgins believed the story, but subsequently 
found it to be untrue. I had now an opportunity of 
seeing the operations of innoculating and drenching. 
The lungs of a " lung-sick '' animal are smashed up, and 
the liquid from them strained through fine gauze. It is 
necessary to kill the animal in order to obtain the lungs in 
a proper state. For drenching, the liquid thus obtained is 
mixed with about two parts of water, and given to the 
animal as a drink — about a bottle-full being used. For 
innoculation, a strip of linen, or more commonly cotton 
rag, is threaded through a packing-needle, dipped in the 
liquid, and drawn through the lower part of the tail like 
a seton ; or the tip of the tail is split, the rag inserted, 
and the wound bound up. Great inflammation ensues, 
the tail generally rotting ofi*, more or less. I have seen 
oxen with no tails at all. Sometimes the inflammation 
produces swelling of the parts above and around the tail, 
and then the animal generally dies in great agony ; one 
of Mr. Higgins's oxen died thus. If at the time of the 
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operation these parts be well smeared with tar, and in 
case of the inflammation spreading very high, the animal 
be bathed every morning with salt and water, death sel- 
dom ensues; but few masters take so much trouble. 
The day when these operations took place at Surprise 
was a regular field-day, Mr. King, and Arthur Sturton, 
and the Nells coming to help. Some of the oxen and 
other cattle were very restive, and it was dangerous work 
for the men ; still, on the whole, I was surprised to see 
the business done so quietly. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

In the beginning of November I at last decided to accept 
an offer Mr. Higgins had made me of buying half his 
farm, including the small house his father had hitherto 
occupied. I need not enter into the various reasons 
which induced me to do this, but need merely say 
that, all things considered, it appeared the best thing I 
could do, and that I bought the farm conditionally. I 
was not to pay the purchase-n^ney for some months, and 
was to be free to leave the farm, if I chose to do so, 
before that time. I was to take Jimmy to live with me, 
as he and I had agreed ; and besides, I had engaged the 
services of a young Englishman who, with another, had 
come to Mr. Higgins's place looking for work. It was 
much to be suspected that they were deserters ; however, 
the one had evidently been a working farmer, and the 
other a groom; so Mr. Higgins arranged to take the 
former, and I the latter. 

Before I left Surprise I was called upon to doctor 
one of William Sturton^s children, the baby, who was 
dangerously ill with inflammation of the lungs. It had 
been ailing for some time, but not much notice was taken 
of its illness until one day, when, having ridden over to 
see the sick wife of a neighbouring Boer, I took William 
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Sturton's on myway home, and was shown the child. Itwas . 
very ill then, but before two days were over it was so bad 
that I remained with it and Alice, and, later on, Mrs. Higgins 
came to nurse it. That was not my first experience of 
the misery of illness in this country, but yet I must revert 
to it, it made so painful an impression on me. A small 
house, consisting of two rooms and a kitchen ; one of the 
rooms used as a store and general sitting-room ; a father, 
mother, and three young children; no servant but a 
dirty, more than half-savage Kaffir; no convenience of 
any sort ! Fancy nursing a baby, choking with inflamed 
lungs, in a room where, if the window was opened, the 
draught could not do otherwise than come on the bed; 
where the door into a draughty passage was being per- 
petually opened by the two elder children, who, when 
not quarrelling, were always crying, and both of whom 
had sore eyes and no one to look after them. If the 
window were kept shut the heat was stifling; and so 
it became necessary to open a window at the top of the 
gable, which had been intended as the door of a loft, but 
which, owing to the ceiling not being put in, still opened 
into the room. I remember this was decided upon late 
in the evening when we were all suffocating, and to do it 
an enormous, roughly-made ladder had to be brought in 
by William Sturton and the Kaffir, and left in the room, 
so that we might be able to get up to shut the window if 
necessary. Even with this window open the heat was 
dreadful, and I felt the fever I had had badly in India, 
and the approach of which I was only too well acquainted 
with, creeping over me and prostrating me. After two 
days of incessant care, the baby so far recovered that 
it was out of immediate danger; but I was obliged 
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to lie by for a day or two — ^and even then I felt 
weak. 

On the 19th November, I at last moved into my new 
abode, old Mr. Higgins and his family going to live at 
Pretoria. I bought his flock of sheep, and old Mrs. 
Higgins's fowls and two pigs ; and Ada, much to her 
regret, had to leave me her two cats, for the good reason 
that they positively refused to be put into the waggon. 
One was a fine grey-and-white tom, the other, Tom^s 
mother, was a very ancient specimen of the feline race, 
with a crooked eye, and the most surprising voice a cat 
was ever gifted with. I was not able to afford as yet to 
buy a waggon or oxen, wishing first to feel my way, and 
there not being any immediate necessity for oxen, as it 
was not time for ploughing. I also tried to do with as 
little furniture as possible, and as few servants. A small 
bed and a dressing>table and washing-stand, made of old 
cases, together with a chair and a box, made up the 
furniture of my bedroom. The bed was lent by Mrs. 
Higgins. A deal table, three old chairs, and a horizontal 
piano, which had been old Mr. Higgins's, and which I 
used as a table, adorned the sitting-room ; while planks, 
supported on the rafters, gave standing room to various 
articles, and others of a very miscellaneous character 
were hang on nails and lines round the walls. The third 
little apartment, partitioned off like the others with 
canvas, was a lumber and forage room, and here Barrie 
the groom slept — Jimmy sleeping sometimes in it, some- 
times in the sitting-room. As I mentioned before, doors 
there were none, except the outer one. A curtain hung 
over the entrance into my room alone; windows also 
there were none, only large square holes in the wall. 
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which could be closed at will by shutters of stretched 
canvas. Goat and sheep skins did the duty of carpets, 
and the skins of two tiger-cats and one wild cat which 
had been killed at Surprise, hung on an old folding arm- 
chair, completed the Robinson Crusoe look of the place. 
After experience of the same, I think a Robinson Crusoe 
cabin is nicer to read about than to live in; and yet 
sometimes of an evening, with the light of a dip made 
from the fat of my own sheep, lighting up, in the feeble 
manner of dips in general, the motley ornaments of 
bridles, saddles, bits, fire-arms, tools of various sorts 
hanging on the walls, and faintly showing the dogs 
crouching on the floor and the cats' heads peering from 
off the rafters overhead, I used to think that it would 
not make a bad picture of an African -squatter's '^ interior." 
It will be observed that I say "dogs,'' for besides my 
own Rough I generally had two visitors; one was a 
half-bred brown pointer left behind by old Mr. Higgins 
— a dog of an undecided character, who never could 
make up his mind to whom he would belong. He was 
not one of those independent dogs who decline to belong 
to any one — ^but go on visits to their friends ; on the con- 
trary, he was a very slavish, poor brute, addicted to 
yowling piteously if any one raised a hand to him ; but 
he was always running away from one place to another, 
and kept in a circle between my place, '' Griinfontein," 
the Nells, and the Kaffir kraal. The other visitor looked 
like a half-bred turnspit. He had belonged to James 
Higgins, at whose house I had first made his acquaint- 
ance, and bestowed on him the name of '^Moustache" — 
for he had a ferocious pair at the time. He was after- 
wards presented to a Kaffir of the name of Mangwan, 
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vrho in his fcnm made him a present to his son and heir^ 
called Magaliesberg. This young gentleman and his 
father valued the dog highly, in spite of his preter- 
naturally long back, nose and tail, the shortness and 
crookedness of his legs, and his generally ridiculous 
appearance. The only thing Magaliesberg objected to 
was his moustache, and that he cut oflF. They failed, 
however, in awakening corresponding sentiments in the 
ugly quadruped's breast, for he always ran away to me 
whenever he could, and had to be fetched home again, 
looking the picture of dejection. Considering that he 
got next to nothing to eat, and that the deficiencies in 
his feeding were made up by plenty of beating, it is per- 
haps natural that Moustache preferred Griinfontein to 
his master's kraal. 

I had a great deal to do at Griinfontein, before it could 
be called a farm. Old Mr. Higgins had indeed made a 
diminutive dam, and had a good piece of cultivated 
ground lying beneath it ; also a splendid orchard, but 
the place was terribly neglected. I began by cleaning 
out and enlarging a tiny dam which was near the cabin ; 
and by making a rough bridge over the large drain from 
this dam, which was also to serve for a drain from the 
large upper dam, which I had not as yet commenced. 

I must give a little description of the property I now 
called my own. It was perhaps as pretty a property as 
one could see in the Transvaal. It was bounded to the 
north by the precipices of the Magaliesberg, jutting 
out in bold bluflFs and receding into clefts, which ren- 
dered it very picturesque, the ground, at first broken 
and covered with trees, ran abruptly downwards, then 
up again, forming a sort of upland valley, and then 
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♦ 
sloped sharply down to the valley, having reached some 

little way across which, my property ended. A sharp 
wooded spur ran out from the mountain side, about half- 
way down the incline, and here the cabin and funny little out- 
houses had been built between masses of rock and tangled 
brushwood, while the water, diverted from a rivulet, came 
babbling down to the tiny dam near the house, making 
a path for itself sometimes between the rocks, and, until 
I made a drain and bridge, occasionally made a swamp 
quite close to the cabin. A rough road led from the 
cabin round the lands to Surprise, but the shorter way 
was by a narrow path through the orchard, and across a 
piece of ground that I afterwards cleared and tilled, and 
which then went by the name of the Upper Lands, to 
where it suddenly dipped into a deep and rugged ravine, 
down which a rivulet from the side of the rock high up, 
gurgled pleasantly beneath tall ferns and overhanging 
trees. Some stepping-stones lay in the water to help 
passers-by, and then the path, climbing up the opposite 
side of the ravine, brought one to a grassy and partially 
wooded slope, which, being passed, the boundary of 
Griinfontein was also passed, and that of Surprise 
entered. A pretty scrambling path it was, which, if you 
took it on horseback, necessitated much bending of the 
head, and putting aside of boughs, and gave the rider 
the chance of picking luscious figs and soft peaches with- 
out dismounting, by merely stretching out his hand \ and 
many a time Eclipse has been startled by the birds he 
himself had startled from feasting on the fruit. And 
oh I what a quantity of fruit there was. How it lay in 
heaps under the trees that still were overladen ! Kaffir 
girls came in troops to gather it in for me to dry and 
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make vinegar of it; little Kaffirs from Surprise came to 
steal it ; any and all who came to Griinfontein might eat 
as much as they cared for ; the Nell family sent their 
children daily to pall a big basket full ; the pigs ate of 
what fell to such an extent that they waxed ridiculously 
fat without getting any other food ; and still such quanti- 
ties went to waste before it could be gathered or eaten 
off the ground^ that one trod on masses of fruit when 
walking through many parts of the orchard. 

The boundary of the other side of Griinfontein was 
another deep and wooded ravine, even prettier than the 
one near the garden ; but the prettiest spot in the whole 
property was just below where the cabin had been built. 
Here the spur of the mountain terminated in a small, level 
platform, round whose outer edge the rocks formed a sort 
of low wall, breaking off suddenly, and falling in jagged 
masses first to another smaller and lower platform, then 
in all manner of rough grotesque shapes into the sloping 
valley beneath. On the upper platform stood a beautiful 
syringa-tree ; the rockery below was thickly interspersed 
with shrubs of different sorts intertwined with the beauti- 
ful wild clematis. 

Standing on either platform you could look up the 
valley for forty miles. On a clear day you might catch 
sight of a white speck where the house at Moy-plas was, 
and could see as far as Dass-poort; or you could look 
down the valley until it ended in the undulations which 
one rode over going to Fahl-plas. Many an evening have 
I stood gazing at the changing light on the valley, on the 
opposite mountains, and on the nearer range of the Maga- 
liesberg, and have tried to conjure up what Griinfontein 
would look like on the evening when I should at last 
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have made it fit for the reception of the guests I hoped 
to bring to it. Then a pretty cottage should stand near 
the syringa-tree ; then the natural rockery should have 
been made still more attractive by flowers and ferns inter- 
spersed between its graceful bushes ; then the land below 
should be waving with crops ; then the old cabin should 
be my calf-house, and a herd of sleek cows should be 
lowing on their way home to their well-kept sheds ; and 
then Eclipse and other horses should have an English- 
kept stable, and not a straw-hovel, to eat their evening 
meal in. 

The high road from Pretoria ran* through the valley 
portion of my property, and I used to think how I should 
point out the house when it first came in sight, and so on, 
like a great many dreams a great many people have doubt- 
less dreamed in wild homes, which they are trying to shape 
into civilized ones. 

In the meantime it was rough work at Griinfontein. 
Besides Jimmy and Barrie I had only a Kaffir woman, 
called Reva (ManelVs wife) to help during the day — she 
went away early in the evening and came late in the 
morning — and a little Kaffir boy to mind the sheep. I 
rose at early dawn, called the little shepherd, who slept in 
the straw kitchen, to light the fire, roused Jimmy and 
Barrie, and generally got to work before the sun shot his 
first rays upwards behind Witt-water« Bandt, where it 
intercepted the eastern horizon. As I wanted to push on 
with the work as fast as I could, I did as much as I could 
myself, so that Jimmy and Barrie could get on with what 
I could not do. The cleaning of the horse and stable, the 
looking after the sheep that were lame or sick, often the 
skinning and cutting up of one of them, fell to my share. 
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at times also cookings and cleaning the house^ and other 
domestic duties — ^whenEeva gave herself aholiday — besides 
superintending the work. Then there was the fruit-dry- 
ing ; and this was an important business, for dried fruity 
besides being useful for one's own winter use, sells well 
in the Free State. 

Parties of Kaffir girls used to come from diflTerent 
kraals, some thirty miles distant, to pull the fruit and 
spread it on things made of wood and reeds, called stellas- 
sees, that look something like stretchers. Each girl would 
bring a large conical-shaped basket on her head ; into this 
she would pull the fruit, and she expected to be allowed 
to fill it once for her own benefit as payment. These 
young savages looked very picturesque, with their necks 
and arms and ankles ornamented with beads, gay 
handkerchiefs, or a gay strip of cloth bound round their 
heads, skins or blankets loosely hanging from their often 
shapely shoulders, walking in single file, with their 
baskets poised on their heads, or sitting in a circle cutting 
the fruit up and spreading it on the stellassees ; but they 
had to be kept in order, or they would eat more than they 
plucked or cut up, and would talk their time away instead 
of working. Once or twice I had even to threaten them 
with my whip. The peaches and apricots alone have to 
be cut up; the figs have to be peeled, and gradually 
flattened out as they dry. When the fruit is all settled 
on the stellassees, they are placed on poles fixed in the 
ground, and the fruit left to dry in the sun. It has to be 
continually turned, and some experience is required to 
know when it is dry enough to put in a sack. Of course 
it must not be let get wet, and many a time the stellassees 
had to be brought into the house, and piled on the rafters 
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or wherever a place could be got for them. Then there 
is another way of preserving peaches and apricots without 
sugar^ when they are too ripe to dry well. They are 
squeezed in the hand to a pulp^ and the skins and stones 
being thrown away, the remainder is spread upon a plank 
previously smeared with fat. The paste dries quickly in 
the sun, and can then be folded up like thick paper, 
and is very nice to eat. I made a quantity of dried 
fruit, and in consequence I was kept hard at work, for 
the turning, and flattening, and squeezing, and the hunting 
away of the fowls — ^they wouki flutter up and oftentimes 
upset a stellassee, if not watched — devolved of course on 
me, although in the last-mentioned part of my duty 
Rough and Moustache were valuable coadjutors, making 
sorties from where they would be lying in the shade, 
at my cry of " Sah ! Sah ! '' accompanied by much 
barking and whisking of tails, to the confusion of the 
assembled fowls, who would rush ofi* in dire confusion for 
a few yards, then stop and begin picking about in an 
apparently innocent manner, but with a tendency to come 
stealthily closer and closer to the stellassees. I have 
often amused myself watching their tactics. There was 
one hen of a more enterprising turn of mind than the 
rest. She used to go on picking away, keeping her eye 
on me all the while, always coming nearer and nearer. 
I used sometimes to pretend not to see her; for an 
instant she would stand, with head erect and a little on 
one side, looking at me, and then come picking along in 
a straight line for the stellassees. If I moved she would 
at once turn and take a circuitous route ; but if she caught 
my eye she would give a frightened cackle, and make off 
as if the dogs were behind her, but only to commence 
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operations again. Those fowls were altogether rather a 
nuisance, for they insisted on coming into the cabin, showing 
as great pertinacity about that as about the fruit, and when 
in, they would get on the table. This was particularly 
agreeable, if, dinner being laid, I had just gone out to 
call to Beva to go for Jimmy and Barrie, and on returning 
found a party of fowls picking in the dish ; or if the dough 
for the bread was left uncovered for a moment whilst Reva 
and I went out, and the result was, its being all trodden 
upon and picked. Jimmy used to take their disregard of 
our wishes as something personal, and call them " insult- 
ing creatures,^' and throw broom handles, brushes, and 
boots after them. 

Having but one servant, it was impossible in such an 
establishment as mine to keep up the usual distinctions 
between master and man. Barrie had his meals with us 
and passed the evening in the common sitting-room. 

He was not either a bad-looking or a badly-educated 
young fellow this Barrie (not that Barrie was his name ; 
I don't know what his name was), that is to say, if by 
education one understands book-learning. He wrote a 
very good hand, read fluently, and was fond of improving 
himself, reading history by preference in his leisure-hours. 
But I am afraid he was but a bad sort of a fellow, or 
was on the road to become one. He had a great talent 
for deception, and gloried in it ; he had a favourite theory 
that dishonesty was the best policy ; he was very sharp, 
very lazy, very noisy, very violent, but a good-humoured, 
merry fellow nevertheless. He never showed his violence 
to me or to my animals, except by a vicious look, but the 
look told of what was going on within ; and one evening, 
when Eclipse, who hated him, made him run about three 

L 2 
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miles to catch him^ and then had to be caught with Mrs. 
Higgins's assistance^ I heard that he confided to the latter 
that if he had been his horse he would have shot him had 
a rifle been handy^ '^ but that the missus was that parti- 
cular as he daren't touch the brute." On the whole 
Barrie restrained himself creditably, for his language, 
although certainly inelegant, never became intolerable 
while he was in my company; and this must have cost him 
an effort. If he kept up a certain respect of manner 
towards me, he was inclined to be the reverse of respectful 
in his manner of talking of, and even to, the Higginses and 
Sturtons, and had to be periodically checked about it. 

It is certainly demoralizing for English servants to come 
to this country. They may begin fairly ; but even serving 
under one whom they acknowledge as undeniably their 
social superior, their ideas of master and man are liable 
to become confused after a time. The master cannot 
refuse to associate, on what appears to be terms of equality 
to the man, with Africander farmers both of English and 
and Dutch origin, many of whom are in no way superior 
to the servant, whilst many are his inferiors, and only a few 
his superiors. They may be rich people, but the English 
servant knows well enough when they belong to the two 
first classes ; but often when he remarks that those of the 
last class have no more '^ book-learning " than he has, he 
classes them with the former^ although in their breeding 
they may be infinitely far removed from him. It is not 
easy to keep up the proper distance between master and 
servant when the very people whom he is called upon to 
bring in coffee to whilst they sit on a visit to his master, 
and behind whom he is expected to ride as long as his 
master rides by their side, are ready to drop into familiar 
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conversation with tim the next moment, or if they do not 
do so with him, will be on familiar terms with some one 
who is on familiar terms with him. For this reason, and 
others also, after many trials, I have come to the 
conclasion that it is more comfortable, and better in all 
ways, to have coloured servants than white ones. The 
Kaffirs are bad as a rule; but there is a class of half-castes 
between white and Hottentot blood, here called '^bastards,'* 
in which very excellent servants may be found. 

To return to Griinfontein. My sheep caused me a 
good deal of trouble, the tick tormenting them terribly, 
and several catching a sort of fever which is very fatal in 
this part of the Transvaal. My neighbours lost largely 
by both causes ; but I took great care of my sheep, often 
working for two hours in the kraal with them, and I lost 
hardly any. I became quite an expert sheep-doctor, 
and could throw a good sized lamb alone. There was 
one splendid wether, a pet from his lambhood, which I 
had bought with a promise not to kill him. He was 
quite too nice a beast for me to think of such a thing, 
even without the promise. He would trot up to me and 
bunt all over my hands and pockets for salt, and then run 
to the door, or inside if he could, and refuse to go out till 
he got some. His name was Hans. I say was, for I fear 
my poor old sheep has been butchered by this time by 
the Boers. Many a time some Boer visitor has said to 
me admiringly, '^ Oh I there you have got a fine wether I '^ 
with a truculent expression of face and voice, indicating 
carnivorous tendencies. Of horse-disease, as long as 
Eclipse grazed on my own property or that of Mr. 
Higgins, I was not much afraid, these farms forming a 
sort of healthy oasis in the midst of an unhealthy country 
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although all along the southern side of the Magaliesberg 
the mountain grazing is pretty safe ; besides^ I heard from 
several people that Eclipse had marks about him of being 
surely salted^ and I began to suspect that I had got him 
cheap on account of his viciousness^ although^ as I said 
before, he was gentle enough with me. 
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CHAPTBE XVI. 

Shortly before Christmas the Boer scare broke out 
again, and Mr. Higgins and Arthur Sturton determined 
to go into Pretoria. The morning the waggon left 
Surprise, Mr. Higgins rode up to my cabin from the 
high road. " Good-bye ! '^ he said, shaking hands as 
he stood by his handsome black horse Wellington. 
" Don^t be frightened ; no one will hurt you.'' I laughed, 
and thought it was a very needless piece of advice. I 
was not at all frightened. A day or two after, Jimmy 
had occasion to go to the valley ; he came back full of the 
news he had heard from William Sturton and Mr. King. 
The Boers had declared war ; they were going to break 
out on the outstanding farms, and every Englishman, 
woman, and child was to be killed. There were all sorts 
of circumstantial proof of the truth of this piece of news, 
which interested me too little for me to remember it. 
However, Jimmy and Barrie seemed impressed. A 
waggon was going up from the Sturtons to Pretoria, 
and 1 told them if they liked they might go up with it. 
However, they said they would stay ; but they were not 
altogether comfortable. I think it was two days after, 
while I was busy about the stellassees, I heard an exclama- 
tion from both of them as they were working at a little 
distance from me at the small dam and bridge. 
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" Look there I What's that ? " And then Jimmy cried 
out, " There is a commando riding to burn Surprise '' (an 
old threat amongst our Boer neighbours). 

^' Nonsense/' said I. 

"But you should go and look/' persisted Jimmy. 
" Barrie says too that he can see a party of horsemen 
riding over the veldt to Surprise ; they must be going to . 
burn it." 

Barrie thereupon expressed his belief that such was 
really the case. Now in my heart I believed Barrie to 
be a deserter, so I thought he might know something 
about what mounted men looked like, and I said, " You're 
sure they're not oxen, Barrie ? " Barrie was sure they 
were not ; so I went to look — but they were oxen never- 
theless. 

I think it was the next day that a young man, a brother 
of Alice's future husband, rode over from Fahlbank, to 
ask me to ride back with him to see John Higgins's baby, 
who was ill. Giving Barrie many instructions as to the 
proper carrying out of the bridge he was making, we 
started so soon as the sun began to decline a little. We had 
to call at Mr. King's, in the valley, for some medicine which 
he had, and which I had run out of; and as we saw that a 
storm was brewing we pushed along briskly, but it caught 
us just as we touched the top of the randt. How it did 
come down ! In a few minutes the horses could with 
difficulty keep their feet in many places where the nature 
of the soil rendered it slippery. I had forgotten my 
waterproof, and was soon wet through, and before long it 
was pitch dark. Fortunately my companion knew the 
country well, and by a detour saved crossing the river at 
the deepest drift. It does not sound pleasant, does it ? 
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but I was getting sick of the monotony of Griinfontein, 
and the slowness with which the work seemed to progress, 
my feeling of weariness being increased by the fever, 
which kept hanging on, and I enjoyed it. The baby was 
not very ill after all. I slept in the room with the child, 
its mamma, and its little sisters, and the next day rode 
back alone to Griinfontein. The bridge was finished, 
and Barrie was triumphant at its fine appearance. 

If it is as good under as it is above, Barrie,^^ said I, 
it will do nicely.'' I rather doubted the fact in my heart. 

You may trust to me, missus,'' said Barrie. But the 
trust would have been misplaced had I done so, for a few 
days after Mr. Higgins's return, Wellington put his foot 
right through the bridge, and it had all to be pulled to 
pieces, and made again uuder my own inspection. 

The new year came, and with it talk of the Higginses 
going on a visit to the old colony, where Mrs. Higgins's 
relations still live. The weather was intensely hot, and 
there was a great deal of sickness about. The fever was 
steadily taking hold of me, and Jimmy was laid up with 
a slight attack ; but everything went on much as usual, 
until one day we learned, through the paper that used to 
come to Surprise, that Pretorius (called Pre tors) had 
been arrested at Potchefstrom. The next day Mr. 
Higgins started on horseback for Marico, where he had 
some business; he was to take Fahl-plas en route. Before 
leaving, he rode over to ask me to go to Surprise, as 
Augusta was ailing, and her mother felt anxious about her. 
I found the child not only ailing, but very seriously ill. 
Mrs. Higgins and I sat up all night with her. The next 
day we were surprised at Mr. Higgins's return. This time 
the Boers had fairly broken out, he told us. He had met 
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numbers the day before^ riding through the pouring rain to 
Potchefstrom, armed. He had spoken to many of them. 
They all said one thing. Pretorius must be given up to 
them, or they would fight — aye, if they had to die for it. 
They would rather die than leave their leader under 
English arrest. Mr. Higgins said he felt sure they were 
in earnest now. He would like to put Mrs. Higgins and 
the children into the waggon and trek quickly into the 
Free State ; he had turned back on purpose. They would 
have gone, had it not been that pretty Augusta lay 
dangerously ill ; such being the case, they had perforce 
to stay. That there was a general ferment this time 
among the Boers was certain. There was great saddling 
in haste to ride to Potchefstrom, although when those 
who saddled in haste got to Potchefstrom they began to 
repent at leisure. Many Boers who had not hordes talked 
about the desirability of having them, and some suggested 
borrowing them from those who had, but did not, on this 
occasion, use them. The next day Augusta was better, 
and I returned to Griinfontein in the morning, but rode 
over again to Surprise early in the afternoon. I had not 
been there long before a sound something like a cannon- 
shot was heard. Of course everybody cried out '' What's 
that ? '' and everybody but myself said it was a cannon- 
shot. We heard it three or four times. Mr. Higgins 
stood on the stoop with a field- glass in his hand. We 
were in quite a state of excitement, still I did not believe 
that it was a cannon-shot. Presently a KaflSr appeared, 
who told us all about it, he knew even where the shots 
came from. Pretorius was being taken under heavy 
escort to Pretoria. The Boers had attacked — the fighting 
was sharp. He could not tell the result, but he knew 
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the place of the battle exactly ; as to how he know it, he 
was a little hazy. Mr. Higgins brought Wellington up 
from the stable, and put him into the store for the night, 
fearful that under these exciting circumstances some 
enterprising Boer might steal him, or as they say here 
"jump'^ him at night. The same idea struck me with 
regard to Eclipse. I asked if I might put him too in the 
store ; but hearing that if I did he would haye to be left 
loose as well as Wellington, I desisted ; for Wellington 
was very fond of biting and kicking other horses, was 
shod all round, and was a much bigger horse than Eclipse. 
When I left Surprise in the evening, Mr. Higgins was 
still on the look-out, field-glass in hand, and perched on 
the top of an old stump. 

As I rode up to where Jimmy and Barrie were working 
at the upper dam I was making, I was greeted by '* Did 
you hear the cannon V^ T remarked that I did not 
believe they were cannon ; and Jimmy scouted me. 

Although sceptical as to cannon, I thought horse- 
lifliug was possible, so I determined to mount guard on 
Eclipse. The little straw outhouse was divided into two 
apartments by a rough partition, the stable was the inner 
one. I directed Barrie to take up bedding for me and 
also for himself to the outer one, and then taking arms 
for both of us with me, I camped for the night there. 
Jimmy wanted to go instead of me; but Jimmy and 
Barrie as sentinels would have been like two logs — the one 
slept sounder than the other. The dogs of course came 
and lay near me. Towards one or two in the morning 
they woke me by their growls. I sat up, and thinking 
I heard a stir in the bushes below, I called Barrie — not 
loudly, because I did not want to give the intending 



156 A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 

thieves, if there were any, notice of my being ready to 
receive them. A snore was the only answer. I called 
again softly, and pushed him a little with my foot after 
I stood up — a groan and a mumbled remonstrance was all 
I got from him ; it was evident that if further roused he 
would remonstrate loudly before thoroughly waking up, so 
I left him alone, and cocking my revolver took a cautious 
survey. All seemed quiet, and although I waited and 
watched for some time, I neither heard nor saw anything, 
and so went to sleep again. I had a good laugh at Barrie 
in the morning, who didn't like it, and pretended to feel 
ill after a night of sleeplessness and discomfort. I was 
amused at the fellow^s absurdity, but when he said he 
felt too tired to act guard the next night, I contented 
myself with saying that he could sleep in the house if he 
liked ; it would have been the report of my revolver that 
would have first wakened him in the stable, it would 
probably also waken him in the house. He was annoyed, 
but persisted in his assertion that he was so dreadfully 
tired he could not act guard. Poor fellow, he did not 
know how near his fate was upon him ! Jimmy now 
insisted upon being my companion on guard; and 
although I did not much like to expose him to danger, if 
there should be any, still it was so clearly the right 
thing for him to do that I acquiesced. Nothing, however, 
disturbed the tranquillity of the second night, except the 
rain, and that was less than the night before. The front 
compartment of the outhouse, I must remark, was not 
perfectly water-tight, still one could keep fairly dry in it. 
The next day was Sunday, and I was cleaning the 
stable, preparatory to getting dressed for going to dinner 
at Surprise, when a delicate, gentlemanly-looking man, in 
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a sort of blue serge blouse^ ran up the little broken path- 
way leading to the stable^ and raising his wide-awake^ 
8aid he had heard that I was looking for brickmakers^ 
that he and his mates were brickmakers and builders^ 
and would be glad of a job. I glanced at his slim fine- 
skinned hands, and putting his appearance and mode of 
speech together, I said to myself '' You're not, whatever 
your mates may be/' I said aloud that I was in want 
of bricks, and that I thought of building, and asked 
where his mates were. He pointed to the cabin, and then 
I saw a sturdy-looking man of about forty, who looked 
every inch a tradesman, and a rollicking-looking fellow 
with a lot of yellow hair about him, who looked anything 
chance might require him to be, provided it did not ask 
him to attempt anything polished. I descended from the 
stable, pitchfork in hand, to greet them, and invite them 
inside. The tradesman, whose name was Williams, told 
me they had been thinking of coming to the cottage late 
the preceding evening and asking for shelter, but that 
knowing of the Boer scare, they thought they might 
frighten me, and so slept in the veldt. Of course I knew 
they were very hungry, and I had eaten up the last bit of 
meat that very morning ; the bread was nearly done ; I had 
no milk, no eggs ; R^va was away, and I did not know 
what to do. So, retiring for a minute, I set Barrie to work 
to make flat cakes, and despatched Jimmy to get some 
milk and meat at Surprise, if he could, and to ask Mr. 
'Higgins to come over after dinner. The result was that 
I engaged the men to make bricks at the rate of fifteen 
shillings a thousand, burnt out, and that they were to cut 
the wood themselves, and with the agreement that I was 
to get the brick-moulds made as soon as possible by a 
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carpenter who lived at Fahlbank^ and that until their 
completion the three men were to work at the dam at the 
rate of half-a-crown a day ; I was to feed them into the 
bargain, and they were to sleep in the outhouse. 

The next morning early the three men went to wor.'^ 
at the dam, and I, leaving Jimmy and Barrie to settle 
the stellassees, which had been taken in during the night, 
was walking up through the long dewy grass to see how 
they were getting on, when I saw Mr. Higgins and a 
man in a white mackintosh and cork helmet, push aside 
the branches of the fig hedge of the orchard and ride 
through. They were some distance from me, but I per- 
ceived in a minute from his seat that the man was an 
officer, and his horse I knew to be an English-bred and 
groomed horse. A momentary thought that it might be 
some old acquaintance come to look me up, struck me, 
but in a minute I felt sure that it was for Barrie the officer 
had come. 

" Where is Barrie ? '' asked Mr. Higgins, after a short 
'* Good morning.*' " At the house.'' " Well, I am afraid you 
must lose him,'' said Mr. Higgins. '^ I thought so," said 
I ; and continuing my walk up to the dam, I left them to 
carry out their disagreeable duty. It seems that Barrie 
swore to the last that he was no deserter, and became 
so violent that the officer had to draw his pistol. It wa-* 
all over in a minute or so ; when I returned to the cabin, 
in ten minutes, they were already gone. Mr. Higgins's 
servant was also captured, and from that day to this 
I have never heard more of them. 

It appears that the party of soldiers accompanying the 
officer had struck terror into hearts of many a Boer on 
the road they passed along. It had been generally 
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known the day before that the great Potchefstrom de- 
monstration had come to naughty and the Boers thought 
this was a party sent out to catch other members of the 
committee, some of whom lived close to us. 

Fat old Hermanns Potchieter slept in a sluit on the 
night which they passed near his place ; and the equally 
fat Cornelius Vanroy slept, or rather tried to sleep, in a 
tree. I don't suppose he succeeded. 

The first day's work at the dam showed me that the 
man who had first accosted me was not worth half-a- 
crown a day at such work. I told him so, politely, the 
next morning. He said that he had been on the point of 
speaking to me much to the same effect, and asked me 
whether I would allow him to help me in such ways as he 
could, without payment, until the brick-moulds were made. 
To this I agreed. On the second day the rollicking- 
looking man sprained his back, and had to have poultices 
applied, and to lie by. This was not very pleasant. 
However I made Mr. Letheby useful in the fruit-gather- 
ing and drying business, and soon learned that he was 
the son of a manufacturer in the north of England, had 
been a clerk in the office, had had a disagreement with 
his father, and had come out here. He had not got on — 
met with his present mates in Pretoria — could do lots of 
things a little— didn't mind what he did. It was the old 
story, that of hundreds out here. I could not call him 
Letheby, he was an educated man; so I called him 
Mr. Letheby, and then had to call the others " Mr." too, 
to prevent envy, hatred, and malice. These soon showed 
tliemselves without any extra incitement. The two 
workmen hated and despised their social superior after 
their manner, and he reciprocated the feeling after his ; 
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but they made a butt of him^ and he was too yielding, and 
not sharp enough to be able to reciprocate ; besides, they 
were coarse, and he was not. He used to amuse me by 
his naivete. I think after his many struggles he had 
quite made up his mind to the advisability of marrying a 
rich Boeress if he could ; he told me so, in fact, more 
than once, candidly admitting that all he should abso- 
lutely require was money, youth and beauty he should 
like if they could be got. He did not, I must say, 
assert that he was ready to take this course, but he used 
to discuss its advisability in a manner so personal to him- 
self that it was hard for me to keep from laughing. At 
last, after Williams had been more rough than usual to 
him, and just when the brick-moulds arrived, he deter^ 
mined to break his ill-assorted partnership, and departed 
with a letter of introduction from me, which got him a 
place as tutor in a neighbouring Boer's family. There, I 
heard, he got on very well. 

The yellow-bearded man being restored to a salu- 
brious condition, he set to work at the bricks with 
Williams, but after a day or two took his pack on his 
back and silently departed. I heard that he objected to 
getting meat only once a day, to not having butter on 
his bread, and to having occasionally too little milk in 
his coffee. Mr. Higgins wondered why he had not com- 
plained to me ; but I thought he showed his sense by not 
doing so, as it was evident that he would have gained 
nothing, for the good reason that butter there was 
none, that milk was scarce, and that as I had a limited 
number of wethers in my flock, I could not kill ad libitum. 
Besides all this, he knew that he fared exactly as I did. 
I was not left alone with Jimmy and Williams this time. 
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however, for two days before the discontented one 
departed, three men had come tramping up to my door 
while Mr. Higgins was at tea with me, and having 
declared that they wanted work '^bad,'* and "didn't 
mind hard work or hard grub neither," and that they 
''was men as was used to roughing it," accepted the 
wage of half-a-crown a day, and set to work on the dam. 
Very rough men — the greatest stretch of politeness could 
not have extended '' Mr." to one of ili&m. Jimmy and I 
had our meals together now, then Mr. Williams, and then 
the *' Philistines," as I called them. 

They did not work very hard unless urged thereto, but 
they ate very hard without any urging. They were 
respectful and obedient to me, but I felt that they were 
dangerous, and must be kept well in hand. Jimmy told 
me certain things he heard them say ; and other things 
which they said to me, without thinking about the impres- 
sion they were producing, made me aware that they were 
familiar with violent measures. They, of course, had all 
been volunteers, as had the others, — you can hardly 
meet a man in this country who has not been a volunteer, 
— and they certainly impressed me with the idea that it 
would have been unpleasant to have been in a farm-house 
to which they had access, in their volunteering capacity, 
unless a very strict officer happened to be with them. 
One story, in which they greatly gloried, was of how, 
having been rudely spoken to by an unfriendly Boer, they 
had caught one of his sheep in the veldt and cut its 
throat, not to eat it, for they had to run away so as not 
to be found out, but as revenge. 

The weather was very wet, and WilUams being single- 
handed got on but slowly with the bricks ; but he was a 

H 
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thorougtly good workman, and a straightforward, honest 
fellow, and he made more headway than I expected under 
the circumstances. His idea and mine from the begin- 
ning was that he was to build as well as to make the 
bricks, but I found it hard to get him to state for what 
sum he would contract to execute my plan. I had drawn 
this plan before agreeing to buy the place, and Mr. 
Higgins had estimated the cost for me. 

In the meantime Mr. Higgins and his family were 
getting ready to go to the colony. It was to be a great 
emigration, for they took a large number of cattle with 
them, some to sell, and also spare oxen. I felt that it 
would be very desolate after Mrs., Higgins and the chil- 
dren went away, and the increasing fever did not raise 
my spirits. Most of my fruit was dried, and packed 
away in sacks, ready for my friends to take with them to 
sell in the Free State ; but a peculiar sort of yellow peach 
— ^a fruit unknown in England but common in Italy — had 
yet to be dried, and I was hard at work gathering it in, 
and spreading it on the stellassees. The weather had 
now become dry again, and the heat was very great — 
greater than usual. I sometimes felt as if I should break 
down unless I could have either entire rest or some 
violent excitement. 

One day Mr. Higgins rode over early to my place, 
and said that he was off to Fahl-plas, and proposed 
that I should go with him, so as to reply quickly to 
a letter of interest to both him and me, which I 
expected to find there — the post being fetched at 
that time from the distant farm where it was left by 
John Higgins. I jumped at the idea; it would be a 
change. 
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'* You look too ill to do it, though,'* said Mr. Higgins. 
''You won't stand the ride/' 

But I knew better, the programme being only so far 
changed by Mr. Higgins, that instead of riding there 
and back in one day, I was to dine at Surprise, start 
immediately after dinner for Fahl-plas, sleep there, and 
return early on the following day. 

It was a very pleasant ride; the day was not too warm, 
and we got in just in time for a pleasant supper with the 
James Higginses. The next morning we idled about and 
talked, and did not saddle up until late, when a fearful 
storm soon drove us back. We saddled up after early coffee 
on the next day, and got to Surprise a little after break- 
&8t — so we had our breakfast alone— and as we were talk- 
ing about how things would go on with me while the 
Higginses were away, Mr. Higgins said if I chose he 
would sell me his black span and the old waggon. The 
span, that had been of eighteen, bad now dwindled to 
fourteen, but it had been twice down the dreaded Natal 
road, and all that remained were, I knew, salted with both 
red water and lung sickness. The sum asked was twelve 
pounds apiece, but I knew the oxen were worth it, and 
clenched the bargain. I felt perfectly delighted at getting 
possession of those oxen. 

The Higgins family were to start in the early days of 
February, which were now quite near; and as I was 
anxious to see the last of them, I arranged to go with 
them as far as Fahl-plas, going in the waggon with Mrs. 
Higgins. Mr. Higgins was to lead Eclipse, who would 
carry me back. 

The day before they started I turned out all my dry 
fruit in the sun^ and sorted it well. The weather was 

X 2 
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frightfully hot, but I knew a great deal depended upon 
the fruit being perfectly dry and free from insects before 
it was put in the waggon. I slept at Surprise that night, 
and felt very ill — I was not quite sure whether from fever 
or from the anxiety I felt at being left quite alone ; and 
yet in a certain sense I was glad, for I knew that I 
depended a great deal on Mr. Higgins, and I knew too 
that I should never really succeed so long as I was not 
completely self-dependent. I should be so by the time the 
Higginses came back. We started the next morning ; it 
was very hot, and by the time I got to Fahl-bank my bones 
ached so severely that I had to go to bed, or at least to lie 
down on the bed the whole afternoon. The next day, 
Sunday, I was better ; but that evening, as we stood 
looking at the comet, I felt the premonitory shiver of the 
real set-in of fever. It was curious how much that comet 
aflTected even the Higginses. They were really afraid it 
was going to do something, and many coupled it with 
an old rhyme of Mother Shipton's, much talked of here, 
in which it is set down, in doggrel verse, that after 
certain curious events happening, all described in 
allegorical language, the world is to come to an end in 
1881. 

The next morning we all sat on the stoop having early 
coflTee, and waiting for breakfast, the Higginses to get 
into the waggon (Wellington stopped at Surprise), I to 
saddle up for my return journey. I felt very ill, but 
hardly expected to do what I did, viz., faint away at a 
moment's notice. I know of no more annoying thing 
than to faint in another person's house, particularly 
when the performance is followed by such prostration 
that one has to be supported to bed, and has to be lifted 
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np in bed like a baby. Yet this was what happened to 
me. 

Mr. and Mrs. Robert Higgins would not start : they said 
if I did not get better they woald not start at all^ but take 
me back to Surprise and nurse me — ^but I well knew what 
a dreadful disappointment that would be to Mrs. Higgins 
and the children. I ordered myself quinine^ but I knew 
that there is not much use in taking quinine when this 
sort of jungle fever, which is remittent but not intermittent, 
is at its height. Bobert Higgins asked leave to doctor me, 
saying he knew a great deal about African fever; calomel 
was the thing for it. I knew that he had had experience 
in the matter, for he was an old elephant and ostrich 
hunter, aud many a time of an evening had I listened 
eagerly to his graphically told stories of adventures, in 
which fever sometimes had its share ; so I obediently said 
that I would take calomel, although I don't believe much 
in it, but I would have taken anything they suggested 
just to show that I was ready to try to get well. Robert 
Higgins administered the calomel, and the effect of it 
was that I kept his wife, who slept in my room, awake 
all night by my half-delirious talking. Bobert Higgins 
was surprised at my being worse the next morning. I 
think he would have liked to administer another dose ; 
but then James Higgins said no, he could cure me — 
homoeopathic aconite was the thing I I assured him I 
should be delighted to try it. I did take it. He said I 
was to take four drops, but I altered his prescription by 
doubling the dose on the sly. It did me good, whereby 
I learned something in medicine that I had not known 
before. 

All this time I was being nursed with the utmost 
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kindness in James Higgins's drawing-room. John 
Higgins and his family were away, but they came back ; 
and then Mrs. Robert Higgins carried me into their 
sitting-room, which was more adapted for a sick-room 
than the other. I remember how every one laughed at a 
suggestion made by Mrs. John Higgins as to howl could 
be moved^ for walking was impossible and I objected to 
being carried. '' Do you think yoti could carry me f " said 
I to Mrs. Eobert Higgins. '' Well, if she can't/' said 
her sister-in-law, "at the worst, there's the perambulator." 
This suggestion conveyed such a comical appreciation of 
my smallness that I laughed heartily, in spite of my 
weakness. Two days afterwards I was so much better 
that I induced the Robert Higginses to start. It was 
very hard to part with them — ^in my then weak state it 
was quite a wrench — ^but the Higginses of Fahl-plas did 
all they could to make me comfortable; if I had been 
their own sister they could not have done more, and 
although it is a dreadful feeling to be ill away from home, 
still I admitted to myself that it was well for me that I 
was with them — ^not at Griinfontein. 

On the Monday after the Robert Higginses' departure, 
Jimmy, having heard of my illness, rode over on a borrowed 
horse to see me. His account of the proceedings at 
Griinfontein was the reverse of satisfactory. On finding 
that I did not return on the Monday, Jimmy imagined 
that I had gone on to Potchefstrom with the Higginses, and 
communicated his ideas to the men. The result was a 
mutiny next day. The Philistines struck for meat twice 
a day. Jimmy told them he could not go beyond my 
orders as to the allowance of meat, but that on his own 
responsibility he would give them no food at all if they 



A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 167 

did not work. They held a. consultation upon this, and 
repaired to the dam, where they pretended to work, but 
in reality hardly worked at all ; in the meantime, Jimmy 
haying gone to the valley to ask if any news had been 
heard of me, they stole the meat that was drying in a 
tree, and a whole bottle of brandy which Jimmy had 
removed from where I left it, but thought he had carefully 
concealed in the bedroom. ^'They swore by all that 
was holy they had not touched the meat,'' said Jimmy, 
" and looked me straight in the face ; surely you don't 
think they can be so wicked as to do that when they 
knew they had really taken it ? " I assured Jimmy that 
8uch was my opinion of human nature that I believed it 
capable of even that depth of wickedness ; and remember- 
ing that I had thirty pounds locked up in a desk that 
might happen to take their fancy, I suggested to Jimmy 
that the best thing for him to do was to return to 
Griinfontein before night. 

He left me more anxious than before. So innocent a 
boy was not likely to have much control over the 
Philistines, and any attempt on his part to enforce his 
authority might lead to violence. My only hope was 
Williams. I seriously thought of trying to ride home, 
but as I could hardly crawl, the thing was impossible. 
Then James Higgins, seeing my anxiety, offered to drive 
me over the next day, but the next day his wife was 
seriously unwell; then torrents of rain set in, which 
rendered the river impassable. Two day after, the three 
Philistines presented themselves, and asked for payment, 
saying they would not work any longer. They swore the 
strongest oaths that they had worked as hard as men 
conld during my absence, and that the dam was finished. 
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Of course I knew they were lying, and I also knew that 
they had no legal right to payment, for they had engaged 
for a month, and the month was not out ; but when they 
saw that I was not going to be bamboozled, they changed 
their tone, said that they saw I did not believe them, and 
that Jimmy had been '^ a poisoning of my mind ;'' farther, 
that they would know how to settle with him if they did 
not get paid. Now I thought it very improbable that 
Jimmy would know how to settle with ilfiefm in case they 
returned to Griinfontein with that amicable intention, so 
I considered for a few moments, weighing the following 
facts and possibilities in my mind. 

There was a canteen in the Poort near the river, but 
on the other side of it; there was also a small river 
between the canteen and Griinfontein, a mere nothing 
generally, but which the rain, still pouring down, must 
have converted into a deep and rapid stream. K I did 
not pay these men, they would have to pass the canteen, 
with bitter longings for a glass, setting their angry 
passions ablaze, for th'ey had not a penny in their posses- 
sion. They would reach Griinfontein in a murderous 
frame of mind ; the consequences might be terrible. 
Against that, if I paid them, they would certainly get 
drunk at the canteen, and then they would either stay 
there drinking so long as the money lasted, and that 
being expended, until the inevitable ^'horrors'' were over, 
or they would trv to go to Griinfontein with no good 
intentions, for they were likely to feel rancorous towards 
Jimmy in their cups ; but then there was that conveniently 
swollen little river. I felt almost sure that a tipsy man, 
if he tried to cross it, must inevitably tumble into it ; it 
was not very improbable he might be drowned, and iu 
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any case he would hurt himself considerably, and be 
incapable of walking to Griinfontein after his bath. All 
these things duly considered, I paid the men, and 
determined to get to Griinfontein as soon as possible 
myself. 

It seemed destined that the work at Griinfontein was 
not to make progress ; but the next evening a note was, 
brought to me by an Englishman, who said he had come 
from Pretoria. It was from old Mr. Higgins, and told 
me that this man^s name was Bichard Hall, that he was 
the discharged soldier who had spoken to Eobert Higgins 
about coming to work on his farm; and that old Mr. 
Higgins thought, if his son was gone by the time the 
man reached Surprise, I might like to engage him. I 
remembered to have heard of this man from Mr. Higgins, 
who said he had reason to believe he thoroughly under- 
stood farming, and that he bore an excellent character. 
Mr. Higgins had greatly hoped that he would come ; and 
now he was there, and I could engage him, at least for a 
time, I felt very glad. It had been arranged that 
James Higgins was to drive me to Griinfontein on the 
following day ; the difficulty had been as to how Eclipse 
was to be got there, but now I determined to let this 
man ride him over. In the meantime Bichard Hall was 
taken into the dining-room, and given something to eat. 
He was a fine, stalwart young fellow, and had a mongrel 
pointer puppy with him, of which he seemed very fond ; 
but he was too free-and-easy in his manner towards the 
Higgins, for me not to see there would be the old diffi- 
culty there. 

We started the next morning. Eclipse was rather 
disposed to tricks when the man mounted him, but 
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quieted down when I spoke to him and petted hira, and 
we all reached Griinfontein safely, passing the Philistines 
dead drunk at the canteen. Jimmy and Williams welcomed 
me back heartily, and little Bough was overjoyed to see 
me ; but the fruit I had taken such pains to get settled 
on the stellassees before I left was all spoiled or de- 
stroyed. The horses of Hermans Potchieter had come 
over one night when the stellassees had been left out, 
and had knocked many of them down and eaten the fruit, 
the rest Jimmy had piled one on another during the rain 
and covered with a waterproof. He had not uncovered 
them for days, and even the stellassees they were on had 
rotted in consequence; the fruit was a mass of black 
corruption. Roughy, too, had been seriously hurt in 
some way, and was very ill ; the cats looked miserable, 
and were wild and frightened. It was a damp evening, 
and the discomfort of the house sent a chill through me, 
in spite of my desire not to feel it. The truth is, I was 
still so weak that objects had a tendency to waver before 
my eyes, and Griinfontein was not a place for nursing 
oneself. Perhaps the worst part of this species of fever 
is, that so long as it hangs about one, painful sores are 
constantly making their appearance on different parts of 
the body ; when one crop vanishes another appears ; the 
least scratch turns into one of them, but if there be no 
scratch they will come of themselves. My hands, legs, 
and feet were particularly affected by them, and the pain 
almost crippled me. There was no use in lying by, 
however, and I began my usual routine next day. 

Bichard Hall said he would not remain for less pay 
than six pounds a month, and although Mr. Higgins had 
told me, when I was making my calculations about farm- 
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ing, that good European labour could be got much more 
cheaply, my own inquiries subsequently showed me that 
it could not. It was evident that I must have some one 
besides Jimmy and the shepherd boy — ^and none of the 
Kaffirs on the property could be induced to work— so I 
said I would engage Hall for a month on trial. He spoke 
very confidently as to his own knowledge of farming 
operations^ and remembering what Mr. Higgins had said 
of him, I thought he might be worth the money. His 
first task was mere labourer's work : yiz.^ finishing the 
dam which the Philistines had left unfinished, so I could 
not at once judge of his skill as a' farmer. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

At this point I must digress to relate a Kaffir idyll. It 
concerns Mangwan, the father of Moustache's proprietor. 
Mangwan was the son and heir of the great and power- 
ful Kaffir chief Mosilikatz, who only a few years ago held . 
sway as far south as the southern slopes of the Magalies- 
berg. The Higginses, then dashing young hunters, and 
their father, an experienced one, used to pursue their 
game in his territory for months, and were on friendly 
terms with the old chief, with whom they exchanged 
visits and presents. Mangwan, too, used often to come to 
their waggons, and his brother also. At last old Mosili- 
katz died. The Higginses' waggons were not far from 
the place at which he expired. The 'old chief had many 
wives, but one was his special favourite. She not only 
fascinated the father, but the son ; and on his father's 
death Mangwan persuaded her to fly with him to the 
Higginses' waggons. By Kaffir law, a son who appro- 
priates one of his father's wives, forfeits both her life and 
his own, and loses his inheritance, but Mangwan and the 
girl were ready to risk all for each other. Old Mr. 
Higgins hid them, and kept them hidden, until he brought 
them to a place of safety. The property at Fahl-plas 
was then his, and he settled them on it. For a time 
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Mangwan kept up state. He did nothing himself, nor 
would he allow his wife to do anything ; he had Kaffir 
slaves who attended on both (even to cutting and clean- 
ing his nails)j but now that his dependents no longer 
supplied him with food, skins^ money^ &c.^ his store 
rapidly diminished, and old Mr. Higgins pointed out to 
him that as he had determined to forego his rights as 
chief for the sake of the Kaffir girl, he must now work 
for his livelihood. To this Mosilikatz's son could not bend. 
His flocks and herds dwindled, but he would not work. 
A son was bom, whom he called Magaliesberg, and who 
grew to be the prettiest Kaffir boy I have ever seen. 
Little by little the slaves of Mangwan became reduced in 
number until he had but one, a wretched little girl who 
was starved and beaten, and made to sleep outside 
the door of the kraal in all weathers. When the child 
was dying of privation Mrs. Higgins pointed out to 
Mangwan the wickedness of letting her sleep in the cold 
and wet, without even a covering. 

'' Surely,'^ said Mangwan, '^ the place for a dog to 
sleep is outside his master^s door.^' 

The little two-legged dog did sleep there until she died, 
and then the wife had to begin to work in a lazy fashion. 
When Robert Higgins bought Surprise he asked his 
father to come and live at Grunfontein, and told Mangwan 
he might build himself a kraal in the valley beneath. 
Both invitations were accepted, and so when I bought 
Griinfontein, Mosilikatz^s son became my tenant. 

He was an old man then, and very skinny and ugly, 
and the woman he had given up his kingdom for was a 
hideous specimen of humanity ; but Magaliesberg was a 
very pretty, active, and graceful boy — also a disobedient. 
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idle, and mischievous urchin. He would order his fatlxer 
about instead of obeying him, and he was the apple of his 
father^s eye. He was supposed to tend the cattle and. 
goats, but he never did so. Mangwan never worked, 
and he was not above begging, yet, as he walked along 
with an old blanket thrown over his shoulders, there -w^as 
a certain stateliness about him. He never mixed with 
other Kaffirs, and he always spoke Zulu. Dutch he did 
not understand. In spite of his poverty he managed to 
marry two other wives, but the youngest ran away from 
him, and he never got her back. I suppose she thought 
the magnificence of his kraal hardly corresponded with his 
rank. But although Mangwan took unto himself other 
wives, his first wife was the one he always dung to ; 
and the only time I saw Mangwan's serenity disturbed, 
was when a coolie servant of mine, who understood Zulu, 
after enduring her taunts and shrieks, and the snapping 
of her fingers under his nose, for about an hour, en- 
deavoured to push her forcibly out of my domains — at 
my order be it understood, for I was fairly tired of the 
termagant's vociferation. Then Mangwan, who had pre- 
viously been sitting quite unconcernedly on a heap of 
stones hard by, leapt up, and throwing his blanket from 
him with quite a tragic air, gave one yell, and sprang at 
the coolie. They both rolled down the hill together. 
Mangwan arose with his nose bleeding, and his old 
bones sadly shaken, but still looking defiance. Maga- 
liesberg, however, strongly advised him and his mother 
to keep the pe£ilbe and retire to their kraal, and this they 
did. The next day the Kaffir presented himself before 
me. His dignity as well as his nose had been injured. He 
was very sad : indeed^ I always felt sorry for the old man. 
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Whether to a Baropean or a Kaffir the sense of having to 
ask for favours when you once dispensed them, to obey 
where you once commanded — the feeling of dependence 
upon a stranger — must always be bitter. Mang wan, looking 
down from my little eirie on the cultivated valley below, 
which had once been a wild bush, and his own hunting- 
country, must in a miserable blind sort of way have felt 
something of what the exiled French Princes experienced 
when they looked across the channel to the distant shores 
of France. Mangwan, climbing from his wretched little 
kraal in the valley to sit down in front of the door of my 
cabin, hoping that I might give him a little coffee or the 
feet of a sheep, or let him pull some fruit out of my 
gfarden, must have felt also, in a blind sort of way, the 
bitterness of the great ItaUan poet's heart when he 
climbed the stairs of others I I always treated Mangwan 
with respect, and the old man felt this, I know. On the 
occasion to which I refer I fortunately had Saul the driver 
with me when he arrived, and I made him translate into 
Zulu what I considered a neatly turned speech for Mang- 
wan's benefit. I alluded to the fact of his being Mosili- 
katz's sou, and of my wish to treat him with respect in 
consequence, but I distinctly forbade Mrs. Mangwan's 
reappearance near my cabin. I saw that the allusion to 
his illustrious birth pleased the old man, and his peace of 
mind was restored by a present of some carbolic oil where- 
with to heal his nose. He proceeded to smear on the oil 
with great satisfaction, and I added the gift of half-a- 
crown I Mrs. Mangwan was thenceforth no more seen at 
Chrunfontein. 

Mangwan had a great liking for the possession of 
animalSj although he never took care of them when he 
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had them. When the Kaffir Jonas was sent away from 
Surprise he left his cat behind for Mangwan. But the cat 
preferred its liberty, and would not let itself be captured 
by Magaliesberg. Thereupon Mangwan undertook to 
catch it, and the way he carried out his undertaking 
was by every morning for about a fortnight, walking up 
in a stately manner to Surprise with a sack (destined 
to receive the cat) on his shoulder, and perambulating 
the vicinity of Jonas's hut for about an hour. He never 
looked for the cat — that would have been beneath his 
dignity — ^but held his head erect, and if he looked at any- 
thing it was at the sky. It is hardly necessary to remark 
that the cat retained its liberty. 

On Moustache he set great value. Moved to compassion 
by the entreating looks the poor little beast used to 
cast at me when Magaliesberg would come to drag him 
away, I oflFered Mangwan two shillings for him. I 
thought it a handsome offer considering the dog's sur- 
passing ugliness ; but Mangwan shook his head, and 
ejaculated " Pond," by which he meant that a pound was 
the value he set on the animal. During the Higginses' 
absence, however, Mangwan began to feel the pangs of 
hunger, for he used to get subsidies from their kitchen, 
given, not stolen — I don't believe Mangwan would steal — 
then he would often come to me and say, *^ Bow-wow, 
bow-wow/' and hold up his ten fingers. That meant that 
his price for the dog had come down to ten shillings. I 
thereupon shook my head and held up five fingers, inti- 
mating that I raised my offer to five shillings. At last, 
one day, when Mangwan was very hungry, we struck a 
bargain for six shillings, and the absurd antics whereby 
Moustache testified his delight when Mangwan and 
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Magaliesberg went off without him, quite repaid me for 
my extravagance. And so Moustache became a member 
of my household, much to Roughy's disgust, who, 
although much the smaller dog of the two, maintained his 
supremacy in a most lordly manner — flying at his rival 
and shaking him by his long drooping ears, until they bled 
profusely, whenever he thought his right of precedence 
was in any way interfered with. 

Mrs. Mangwan never forgave me, but used to scowl in 
a most vicious way whenever she saw me. She was a 
terrible virago; and it was impossible to imagine in what 
her fascinations had consisted. Dressed in skins not more 
shrivelled and brown than her own skin, she used to 
inspire Augusta with horror, when she insisted upon 
kissing the girl^s hand, on the occasions of her visits to 
Surprise. I have seen my pretty pupil run round and 
round the table, the old witchlike- looking creature pur- 
suing her until she caught and mumbled over the fair 
soft hand that formed a curious contrast to the brown, 
skinny paw of Mrs. Mangwan. 

The old savage always called Mr. Higgins ^* Bob," the 
name by which she had learned to call him when he used 
to hunt in Mosilikatz^s territory. Her great delight was 
to be taken through the rooms at Surprise. She was never 
tired of admiring their splendour, and would clap her 
hands from time to time, and cry out, " Oh, Bob, Bob ! " 
meaning thereby to convey an idea of her appreciation of 
what a wonderful man Mr. Higgins was, to have been 
able to amass such treasures. 
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CHAPTEE XVIIL 

Shortly after HalFs arrival, Jimmy informed me tliat he 
was going to seek his fortune elsewhere^ and departed, 
with his saddle-bag slung over his shoulder, by a bridle- 
path which led over the mountain to Rustemberg. The 
day after, three Kaffirs came seeking for work, and I 
engaged them. I told them I would give them two 
shillings a day and their food, but that I expected them 
to work hard. Mr. Higgins had told me that I should 
always be able to get Kaffir labour for one-and-sixpence 
a day, and that I could feed my Kaffirs on nothing but 
mealea meal ; but times, I suppose, were changing quickly. 
I found that it was almost impossible to get a Kaffir 
labourer for less than two shillings, and that the vast 
majority of them demanded meat at least three times a 
week, many insisting on, having it every day. Tbis was 
the experience of the Sturtons, as well as my own. Mr. 
Higgins never employed any Kaffir labour other than his 
kraal afforded him. 

I set these Kaffirs to work under Hall's orders at the 
dam \ but I was not very well satisfied by the way he 
made them work or worked himself ; they all required 
supervision. Hall was rather a fine-looking young fellow^ 
and addicted to giving himself airs. He was much 
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coarser of speech than Barrie, although he looked less 
Tough^ and was also much more ignorant. I soon came to 
the conclusion that he would not suit, for I felt sure he was 
a bad fellow, in spite of the character I had heard of him ; 
but thinking that, for all that, he might be a valuable 
man on the farm, I gave him plenty of rope, so as to let 
him hang himself before the month was out, if hanging 
was to be his fate. Under this treatment he developed 
rapidly. In the meantime he and the Kaffirs worked at 
the dam. One evening, some time before sunset, I went 
up to see how they were getting on. Hall was at work, 
the two Kaffirs lying on their backs smoking. I asked 
them why they were not at work ; they answered that the 
son was gone. That was so far true, inasmuch as the dam, 
which was on the side of the mountain, was in shade, but 
the valley and opposite range were still in bright sunshine. 
I pointed to the valley and bade them get to work again 
at once. They hesitated a little, then, shouldering their 
spades, got into the dam and commenced operations. I 
stood by, until the last rays faded away from the valley; 
then I told them they might go. I stood guard over them 
towards sun-down every day after that until Saturday. 
This was pay day, and having received their pay after 
their work was finished, they bolted without giving me any 
notice. But the dam was finished ; that very evening the 
finishing touch had been given to the embankment that 
shut up its narrow outlet ; the lower pipe and the drainage 
pipe were fixed, and I let the water in. This was a very 
great mistake, but I was in a terrible hurry to see how my 
dam would act. 

The Kaffirs in the meantime were gone ; my shepherd- 
boy had taken French leave, because I had had him 
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whipped, after repeated warnings, for letting the fiheep 
get astray, whilst he played with some of Mr. Higgins's 
little herds, who, now that he was away, never looked 
after the animals in their charge at all. Williams had 
that morning told me he was too ill with fever to work, 
and I could see he spoke the truth. The time for plough- 
ing was come ; the work must be done, or Griinf ontein 
would be a dead failure. That evening I told Mr. Williams 
that I must have a decisive answer as to the contract for 
building. He, after some hesitation, named a price far 
exceeding that at which Mr. Higgins had estimated the 
cost, and much higher than I could afford. I told him so, 
and then he said he would not like to make bricks for 
another man to build with. He was too ill to walk to 
Pretoria at once, however ; and so, of course, he and I had 
to make up our respective minds to his remaining until he 
regained his strength. I sat up a long while considering 
the position. Hall had told me that there w€ks a man of 
the name of Egerton, at Pretoria, who had expressed a 
wish to obtain work on a farm ; he said he believed he 
knew something of farming, and that though he was 
drinking hard in Pretoria he might be steady on a farm. 
He had also told me that he knew a coolie — a capital 
gardener, and accustomed to farm- work — who would, he 
was sure, be glad to come. My meditations ended in my 
resolving to saddle up early next morning, and ride to 
Pretoria to look for workmen, for it was clear that work- 
men I must have, and at once too. There was, however, 
the difficulty of my hunting up workmen unassisted, and 
there was also the difficulty of taking Hall with me^ and 
this for two reasons — one that I had no second horse, and 
the other that if he came with me, Williams must remain 
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alone at Grunfontein. I must here mention what I omitted 
before, that my oxen were herded and kraaled still with 
Mr. Higgins's. I thought it best, however, to trust the 
farm to itself, and take HaQ with me ; and the matter of 
the horse I managed by determining to take the loan of 
Wellington as far as Moy-plas, and, leaving him there, 
to ask the Sturtons for the loan of one of their salted horses 
to Pretoria. It was the unhealthy season for horses, and 
Pretoria is a very unhealthy place. Mr. Higgins, while 
regretting that Hall had not come before his departure, 
bad mentioned, as one cause for his regret, that he could 
have exercised Wellington, so I felt no qualms about 
letting him ride the horse : and no case of horse-sickness 
had occurred in the valley, so that I was not much afraid 
of leaving Wellington in the stable at Moy-plas. I told 
Hall my plan early, and then went up to look at the dam. 
Alas I the embankment had sprung several leaks. I 
opened the pipe, and let the water run out, and while 
doing so I was standing on the embankment, when I felt it 
shake, and stepped back just in time to escape from falling, 
with the part I had been standing on, into the dam. I 
felt dreadfully disappointed, but there was no time for 
regret. 

I returned to the cabin, where I met Piervaree, who had 
brought me some milk. I told him I wanted to see his 
father, that he was to come back with him as soon as 
possible. They arrived shortly after in company, and I 
persuaded the father to allow his boy to undertake to look 
after my sheep while I was away. He was to get a 
shilling a day provided he lost none of them — so far for 
the father ; but Piervaree had a will of his own, and a sepa- 
rate bargain had to be made with him. He was howling, 
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and saying he wouldn*t mind the sheep ; what was the 
money to him ? His father wonld keep it. At last he 
was induced to name his prices a toy flate and a pound of 
sweets, always provided no sheep were lost. I then 
counted them out of the kraal to him, and^ Wellington 
having arrived, I told Hall to saddle up. 

Hall was delighted at the idea of riding the handsome 
black horse. He rubbed up Jimmy's stirrups, and the 
snaffle and curb of his bridle, before puttmg them on his 
steed ; he was determined he should look decently bitted 
for once, he said, alluding to the rusty state of Mr. Higgins's 
bits and stirrups. All his preparations being made, we 
started. We were not fairly on the flat, and I had only 
just began to canter, when Hall called out, — 

^' These stirrups are too small for me, missus.'' 

'' Oh," said I, cantering on. 

Presently I heard an angry ejaculation behind me. 

'* What's the matter. Hall ? " asked I, looking round. 

'at's these stirrups," replied Hall. ''They're 

babies' stirrups, not men's ; and the brute jumps so I 
can't stick on with such stirrups." 

'' Well, take them ofiE, and ride without them," quoth I, 

Hall had always spoken of himself as a good horseman. 
He got off, not looking much pleased. 

'' Where can I put the things ? " he asked. 

'' Across your saddle in front ;" but Hall declared ho 
couldn't do that. " Well," said I, " tie them on to my 
saddle ; anything to push along ;" and ofE I started so 
soon as they were fastened as I directed. In a few 
minutes Hall was alongside of me. 

" I don't know what's the matter with the brute," he 
exclaimed ; '' I never saw a horse go on as he does." 
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Wellington was evidently very uncomfortable; his 
rider was mismanaging him; and besides he clearly 
disliked the snaffle together with the curb — he was not 
accustomed to it. 

" Take ofif the snaffle/* said I ; and we stopped, and took 
o5 the snaffle. Then we started again. Wellington was 
fresh} and felt that his rider was not master over him, 
and it was all Hall could do to hold him in, whilst bumping 
up and down on Jimmy^s small English saddle. The 
bumping was evidently becoming trying ; he shifted his 
position continually, and at last attempted sitting on his 
one hand whilst he checked Wellington too sharply with 
the other; at last — 

*' D the brute and this confounded saddle ! '' he 

exclaimed ; and I very nearly burst out laughing. 

'' Gently," I said. " What's the matter ? '' 

''Why, who ever saw such a saddle?" exclaimed 
Hall. " No man could ride on a thing like that ; it's a 
child's saddle;" he had been admiring it greatly while 
he was girthing it on. 

*' Well," said I consolingly, " perhaps I shall be able 
to get you a big Boer saddle at that house yonder ;" a house 
belonging to Boers, who, though adverse to English 
rule, were very civil to me whenever I passed that way. 

Poor Hall I How he did wriggle about and abuse his 
horse and his saddle, and everything but his own bad 
riding, until we reached the Boer farm ; and then, oh, 
woe ! all the saddles were in use. 

'' You have often ridden bare-backed, have you not ? " 
asked I. " Bare-backed, with a blanket strapped over 
the horse, would perhaps be better ? " Yes, Hall thought it 
would be better. We set oflf again. 
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I was cantering sharply^ but Wellington shot far ahead 
of me. 

'' Steady/' I cried. I 

" I can't stop the horse ; I never saw such a brute," 
cried Hall in reply, tugging at the reins in a very un- 
horsemanlike fashion. 

He was beginning to get angry with the horse, and the 
horse with him. I knew Wellington to be a very pleasant- 
paced horse, and to have a very tender mouth, having 
ridden him myself, so I administered a little admonition 
to Hall as to keeping his temper. Presently, when I 
stopped and walked, I saw Hall deliberately get off Wel- 
lington and begin to walk by his side. I requested to 
know what he was about, and elicited from him that he 
intended to perform the rest of the journey to Moy-plas 
on foot. Now between Moy-plas and the place where we 
were was a farm, where there was an exceedingly savage 
dog. Few dogs are savage with me, but this dog made 
no exception in my favour ; and I had an unpleasant 
remembrance of a certain solitary moonlight ride home 
from Mrs. Materson's, whither I had gone on business, 
when this dog had pursued me for more than a mile, 
sometimes leaping at Bclipse*s throat, and sometimes only 
kept from biting his legs by the horse's kicks, while I had 
to keep the brute from fastening on my habit by using 
my long hunting crop freely. If Eclipse had not known 
me and been fond of me, and withal been an intelligent 
horse, I knew he would have thrown me that night, and 
the dog would have worried me. I should not have been 
the first person who sufiered from him, for he was the 
terror of all passers-by that way. I had counted on Hall 
as being able to cause a diversion in case this pleasant 
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animal should attack me^ and I was by no means disposed 
to forego his company before he had escorted me beyond 
Mr. Cucumoor^s farm. I therefore summarily ordered 
him to mounts and once more started off at a smart 
canter. 

When Cucumoor's farm was passed (without the dog 
being seen^ by-the-way) I let him dismount, and leaving 
him to lead Wellington, pushed on for Moy-plas myself. 
How wretched he did look ! I knew he would make no 
fresh attempt at riding Wellington, so that it was quite 
safe to leave him. 

When I rode up to Moy-plas I found Arthur and 
William Sturton there. I believe the first thing I said 
was, '^ Has there been any horse-sickness here yet ? ^^ I 
heard that there had not been, but that horses were dying 
fast in Pretoria. I told my story, and asked the loan of one 
of the two salted horses belonging to Percy. He said I 
might have my choice. In the meantime Arthur and 
William saddled up their salted steeds, and prepared to 
start home- They had been gone about an hour, when 
Harriett Sturton suddenly ran in from outside, exclaiming, 
" Oh ! what cwn be the matter ? Here is Arthur coming 
back again, leading his horse.'' Arthur soon told us. 
The salted horse had nearly fallen under him ; it had the 
horse-sickness. I felt greatly alarmed, thinking of Wel- 
lington, who had just come in with Hall. Arthur had to 
borrow one of Percy^s salted horses to ride home on. In the 
evening Harriett and I went for a walk. Percy had ridden 
over to where his father was having a mill built. We had 
not gone far when I said, " Look at that horse ; it looks 
ill.'' It was a brown horse walking to meet us on the 
road, and looking very mournful. " Why, it looks lika 
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Tommy/' said Harriett, '^ but Percy is not riding him/' In 
a moment, a turn in the road showed us Percy carrying his 
saddle. The horae was the salted Tommy, and had fallen 
ill under him. Both horses died the next day, after I left 
for Pretoria. Hall had now no choice but to follow me 
on foot, to his great disgust. 

I put up at old Mr. Higgins's in Pretoria. He had a 
little cottage on the outskirts — a miserable-looking place 
outside, but snug inside ; and he had a little stable, into 
which he kindly let me put Eclipse. Hall arrived late at 
night, very cross. The next day he found Sam and a 
brother of his, Mosam — ^he was doubtful about finding 
Egerton — and these two I engaged. I could not get them 
to come for less than four pounds a montL In the after- 
noon I was riding towards the market-square, and Hall 
was walking beside me, when, just as we passed a public- 
house, he turned and spoke to a man, then called to me, 
and presented the individual as Egerton. He was a man 
of apparently about five-and-thirty, with two black eyes, 
and a face whose general pallor betokened late heavy 
drinking and consequent illness. I did not want any 
more servants, having engaged the two coolies, and the 
man's appearance as he stood before me in a battered 
wide-awake, torn and dirty coat and trousers, and 
apologies for boots, was not prepossessing. I had, however, 
heard that Egerton had said, when Hall was leaving Pre- 
toria, '^ I would to God I could get out of the place," and 
so I thought I would see about it. 

" You would like to get employment on my farm?" said 
I. He answered in the affirmative without raising his 
eyes. '^ Can you do farm work : do you understand it ?" 

He answered he had worked on a farm for nine 
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months ; but^ in reply to my questions as to whether he 
conld drive oxen or plough, he said he could but try. 
It did not strike me that he would be a very valuable 
acquisition, but I saw that there was some sort of painful 
struggle going on in the man ; and, although he answered 
almost monosyllabically, his voice sounded refined. 

" What wages do you ask ? '^ 

He hesitated a little, then said six pounds a month. 

'' No, I could not give you that/' said I. '' I give it 
to Hall, because I got him with a character of being a 
steady man, and one who thoroughly understood farming ; 
I should not give it to him otherwise.'^ 

" And I have no character, or a bad one — ^this,'' said 
Egerton, raising his hand to designate his black eyes. 
" Would you think five pounds too much for me to 
ask?'' 

What trifles one is sometimes swayed by. A moment 
before I had almost determined to let the man go, but 
there was something in his voice and manner as he .said 
this, that reminded me of the voice of a friend, of the 
manner which, had misfortune and his own fault placed 
him in Egerton's position, would have been his ; it was 
a very faint resemblance, but it told me that there was 
something better in Egerton than what appeared, and I 
said I would give him five pounds, and that he might 
walk down to Griinfontein the next day in company with 
Hall and the two coolies. I told him to call later in the 
day at Mr. Higgins's to sign his contract with me. He 
did so, and then went away. I was busy in the meantime 
getting ofiers for the contract for building my farm-house 
and oat offices. To my surprise I found that I was known 
by name to a great many people in Pretoria whom I did 
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not know at all^ was indeed a small celebrity as a rich and 
enterprising farmer. I, of course, knew that there were 
unexpressed additions to these two adjectives, viz.^ 
^'inexperienced,'' "green,*' and ''fair game." 1 could 
get no offer for the execution of my plan which did not 
enormously exceed Mr. Higgins's estimate. I also heard 
much talk as to the large price I had paid to Mr. Higgins 
for my farm; when I said that I had not paid for it at all, 
and that he would let me throw it up if I chose, people 
laughed, and said I " had better try him." Of course I 
was offered other farms, which were aU described as far 
more desirable than the one I had. 

The next day the rain poured down in torrents, and 
the third day also. On the first rainy day, Egerton, who, 
together with his companions, was unable on account of 
the rain to set out for Griinfontein, came to Mr. Higgins's 
house. I think he must have been there standing outside 
for some time before I happened to go to the door. 
" Could you ask Mr. Higgins if I might sleep in the 
stable," he said, " it is so very wet ? " The question told 
a terrible story. He slept in the stable, and the Higginses 
gave him some food. I had been obliged to put Hall up 
at the Edinburgh at ten shillings a day, I could not get 
him boarded for less. The next day the men started ; I 
had given them provisions for the road. Sam celebrated 
his exit from Pretoria by getting gloriously drunk. I 
remained behind for two days, partially on account of 
Mrs. James Higgins having come up to Pretoria for a 
fourth little baby's advent. Her husband had had to hire 
an unfurnished house, and bring up furniture for it in his 
waggon. She liked me to be with her, so I stayed. The 
fever was yet hanging about me, and I was still troubled 
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with the fever sores, and did not much enjoy the idea of 
my ride home ; however, on Saturday at about half-past 
three, I saddled up, having managed to get through my 
various engagements at last. 

It was rather late to start on a twenty-four miles' ride 
in the early part of March ; however, I was too anxious 
to get Eclipse away from unhealthy Pretoria, to wait 
longer than necessary, and although I felt very tired, 
having been walking all the morning, I cantered sharply 
until I reached the farm which is situated midway 
between Pretoria and Moy-plas. I had calculated that if 
I could do the distance in three hours and a half I should 
get in just before dark, for there was no moon. I had 
kept time so far, but I could not hold out. The pain of 
those dreadful sores was becoming unbearable when I 
cantered, and I felt almost too weak to sit in the saddle. 
Eclipse, on the contrary, was very gay and festive, and as 
the rays of the declining sun glanced on the sticks or stones 
he passed, he would pretend to be frightened, and shy in 
play. It is tedious as well as tiring to walk twelve miles 
on horseback. The last faint streaks of day lighted me 
across the Crocodile ; then it became pitch dark. I could 
hardly see Eclipse's pretty little head as he tossed it up 
and down impatiently ; as to guiding him it was out of the 
question. But my little horse was quite able to take care 
of both of us. Winding about, now down a steep and 
stony ravine, now up the other side, turning cleverly round 
bushes and trees, he brought me safe to near the back- 
door of Moy-plas, where he was assailed by a troop of 
dogs, whose barks and yelps soon ceased at the sound of 
my voice, but who heralded my arrival to the supper-party 
inside. Old Mr. Sturton^ as he stood by me while I 
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nngirthed Eclipse, said, '' I suppose yon know aboat the 
black horse ? '' " What r " I exclaimed. " It's dead.*' I 
felt that I tamed deadly pale ; the horse was worth a 
handred pounds, and I could ill afford to lose that sum. 
Mr. Sturton saw my face by the light of the lantern. 
He began to laugh. " It's my son William's black horse/' 
he said, «' not Bob's." 

After giving Eclipse his supper in an outhouse, I went 
in to my own. 

Very cosy the long, low room, with the well-spread 
supper-table looked, after my dark and weary ride, very 
cheery were the familiar kind faces of those seated round 
it, and very pleasant was their hearty welcome. Little 
did we all think that evening, when, forgetting my 
fatigue under these varied influences, I sat telling the 
news from Pretoria, that before that day twelvemonths, all 
that would remain of that comfort — ^hard won comfort, 
too— would be the bare walls, which may perhaps even 
yet fall victims to the revenge of the Boers ! 

There was one unfamiliar face, however, amongst my 
listeners. It was that of a little man who sat back from 
the rest — ^for supper was just over when I entered — and 
who struck me as being a stranger to the Sturtons as 
well as to myself. He was apparently between fifty and 
sixty, chubby, self-possessed, apparently on very good 
terms with himself, and engaged in a close scrutiny of 
everybody present, with a way of putting his head a little 
on one side in order to assist his investigations. This 
little man was so strikingly like a little cock-sparrow, that 
when he made any observation it almost sounded like a 
chirp. 

The next morning at breakfast there was talk about 
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my intended buildings^ about what had been asked by 
the contractors I had spoken to in Pretoria, about the 
servants I had engaged, and who had passed byMoy-plas 
the previous day. There was a general impression that 
Egerton would be found worth nothing, the coolies worth 
little, but Hall worth a great deal. Mr. Sturton had let him 
have Wellington to ride home oh, much to my horror, 
for I knew that he was not fit to be trusted with a horse. 
Egerton had gone on alone, the coolies remaining half a 
day behind him to prepare and discuss a currie, for which 
purpose they had bought a fowl from the Sturtons. Mr. 
Sparrow listened to all this with his head on one side. 
After breakfast I loitered about. I always feel lazy on 
Sunday mornings, and besides, I was tired. Harriett had 
got a little pig as a pet, a jolly fat little beast that trotted 
about everywhere after her, and was very good-tempered, 
except when any one but Harriett happened to incon- 
venience it, then it made furious onslaughts on the 
offender's legs. There was the garden to look at, but 
after a while I became interested in some remarks Mr. 
Sparrow made to me about farm-buildings : they betokened 
that he knew something about such things, and we began 
to talk seriously. Presently he asked me whether I would 
show him my plan; I did so, and then he pointed out 
various faults in it, and I saw that he was right. He 
gave me several valuable hints, all in the way a benevolent 
sparrow might have done, and at last said, that if I would 
allow him, he would draw me a plan which would, he 
thought, please me better — quite disinterestedly — just 
because it was such a pleasure to see any one so enter- 
prising — so energetic ; he was engaged in carrying out 
another contract, for he was an architect; indeed^ he was 
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in such request, because of his superior knowledge, that 
he had no spare time, that his head — ^his head, and he 
shook it a little as he thought of his sad case — ^was over- 
taxed ; still, for a lady, and such a praiseworthy energetic 
lady, he would put on the strain. All this, and much 
more that was eulogistic of himself and me, did this 
benevolent specimen of the sparrow tribe twitter forth, 
whilst I thought to myself what a sly old bird it was. 

However, disinterested or not, Mr. Sparrow evidently 
was a great deal more advanced than any one else I was 
likely to meet with, in knowledge of the sort of building 
I was anxious to erect. In the midst of the abundance of 
his self -laudatory and adulatory twitters I could see that 
he was also an original, and he amused me greatly ; so I 
accepted his offer, and we parted very good friends. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

I SADDLED up after dinner, but alas I my first short cantor 
showed me that I should have to make Eclipse walk the 
eighteen miles home. It was a dreary look-out, but there 
was no help for it. Soon I saw a slight figure walking 
towards me, the figure of a young fellow dressed in coat, 
trousers, and wide-awake — a white youngster too. Who 
could he be ? None of the young men at Lettie Matersen's 
farm, I knew; neither was he any of the Sturtons of Moy- 
plas ; he was not one of the Nells : who could he be f It 
is unusual to see a Boer walking at any distance from his 
house, and the pedestrian was evidently of the well-to-do 
classes. The figure and I were diminishing the distance 
between us all this time, and then I saw with surprise 
that the youngster was Jimmy. He had terminated his 
wanderings by getting employment as tutor to two small 
Boers. The paternal Boer was going out trading, taking 
his youngsters in his waggon ; Jimmy was going too. 
The waggon was outspanned for a short time at Mrs. 
Matersen^s. Jimmy had been to Griinfontein ; had heard 
of how his riding accoutrements had been dropped along 
the road ; had picked up bridle and saddle at GrUnfontein, 
whither Hall had taken them, and was now going to 
Moy-plas to pick up his stirrups. I wished him God- 

o 
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speed in his new life^ and we parted. I Iiad yet to pass 
Cucumoor's dog. I saw the brute sitting on the top of 
the rise across which the road went^ and no sooner did 
he spy me than he began to bark and wag his ' tail — ^in a 
fiendish manner it appeared to me. I had heard that the 
Cucumoors were adverse to the English, and that they 
would encourage the dog to assault any one belonging to 
our race; but I suddenly made up my mind to beard 
Cucumoor in his den (a mud-hut), and turning Eclipse 
off the road I cantered towards the house, whereupon 
Mr. Dog did the same. Then I saw three small Cucu- 
moors running towards me. The cause of their empresse- 
ment was that a baby related to some member of the 
Cucumoor family had the thrush. They expostulated 
with the dog, and introduced me to a wonderfully large 
family, of several men, still more women, a good many 
hobbledehoy girls, a troop of small children, and a 
sprinkling of infants, all related in some inextricable 
manner, and all capable of being compressed when 
necessary, like ^' Alice in Wonderland," judging from the 
diminutive size of the house compared with the number 
of its occupants. 

During the day they only enter it by relays, so the 
eyes of the uninitiated are not favoured with a view of 
them in a compressed condition. Cucumoor's house- 
hold was no more surprising in this respect than many 
others, but the family was the largest, as compared to 
their house, I had yet seen. They were very friendly. 
They gave me coffee, and I gave them a prescription. 
They asked what they were to pay; and when I said, 
*' Nothing," they beamed. They laughed at my absurd 
efforts to speak their dialect, and I laughed too ; and we 
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parted excellent friends, after I had learnt the name of 
the dog — or rather dogs, for there were two of them. The 
savage was a jolly dog when you had a personal intro- 
duction to him, and his name was ^' Docks." This was 
supposed to be an English name, and was derived from 
the English word " dog.'' I heard it was a favourite 
name for a dog amongst the Boers. 

Itwas nearly dark when I reached Griinfontein. Williams 
■was better (he went away soon after). Several sheep were 
missing, but I afterwards recovered them ; and there were 
two English brickmakers awaiting my arrival, anxious to 
get the job to go on with the bricks — ^a desire in which I 
gratified them. I began work in earnest now. The next day 
I went for my oxen. I had a plough already. Mosamma was 
a very fair driver, and a splendid cook; he was also conceited, 
lazy, and good-for-nothing, but his curries were delicious I 
Sam was not a bad fellow, but he was for some unknown 
reason the bounden slave of his younger brother. Eger- 
ton worked hard and spoke little, and Hall continued to 
develope quickly; he also in a very short time showed 
clearly thtft he could not hold a plough properly, or drive 
a span — he was in short an agricultural Mr. Winkle. 
He was greatly disgusted at my clear perception of his 
ignorance, and put on extra bumptiousness. Then I 
administered a rebuke, the result of which was that the 
next morning he said he wished to leave me, and as I had 
meant to send him away, we agreed perfectly. I had 
been lately in the habit of having my meals in my tiny 
bedroom, while Hall and Egerton had theirs in the sitting- 
room, the coolies of course eating outside. I had often 
listened to Hall's loud talk, and observed Egerton's 
reticence and different mode of speech. I had no doubt 

2 
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now that he was a gentleman by education and early 
association, although fallen from that estate. So on 
HalPs going away I took my meals with him. 

I had one difficulty with respect to him. The coolies 
called him ^' Jack^^' as Hall had done. It was evidently 
out of the question for this to be allowed, if Egerton was 
to be treated as a gentleman by me, and after a few days 
of more intimate acquaintance with him, I saw that it 
would be unjust to treat him otherwise. I knew, how- 
ever that the two bumptious coolies, though respectful 
enough to me, would rebel at this, and probably leave me 
at the end of the month. However, I took heart of 
grace, and with a regretful eye at the finishing of the 
dam, the ploughing, the cutting of poles for fencing in 
the land, &c., I told them that henceforth he was to be 
called Mr, Egerton. They looked glum, but obeyed. 
In the mean time, about a day after Hall's departure, as 
the sun was setting, and as I was getting the table ready 
for tea, a German, of the thorough good working German 
type, presented himself at my little cabin door. I knew my 
man at once, and engaged him on his own terms, six pounds 
a month, and he was worth even more. Quiet, quaint, 
like one of the figures in some German etching illus- 
trative of German country life, doing everything he did 
thoroughly and unostentatiously, with a love for a quiet 
chat over a pipe when work was done, careful of any animal 
whether belonging to him or committed to his charge, 
shrewd, business-like, strictly respectful, but with a tho- 
roughly good opinion of himself, — my new acquisition, in 
his respectable dress, his enormous flat hat, under which 
his kindly and merry blue eyes twinkled, with his rugged 
face and greyish moustache, and his talk about father- 
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land^ conjured np pleasant visions of my childish days 
before me. He had been many years in Africa, but had 
fought in the Franco- Prussian war, and had also fought 
the Kaffirs as a volunteer. So had Mr. Bgerton — in 
fact, as a rule every man you meet here has been a 
volunteer — and they had had some slight acquaintance 
with each other. 

The men who were making the bricks — ^an old man, Joe, 
and a young man, Jim — had also been in the volunteers 
at Secocoonee's, and so all were more or less acquainted. 
They all called Mr. Egerton by his surname, and I left 
that alone. The work, all but the dam, now got on well ; 
but I had to give up the idea of making the embankment 
of the dam until I could build it up properly, and for that 
I had no lime ; a second attempt at an earthwork embank- 
ment failed also. Pigsties had to be built, for so soon 
as the crops began to come up, the pigs could no longer 
be left to wander about. A large water-furrow was taken 
out, leading through the large dam to the small dam, and 
thence down to the new lands below; the garden had 
to be got into order ; the poles cut for the wire fencing 
which I intended to get fixed round the upper lands ; and 
the ploughing and sowing had to be done. In the midst 
of all this, one evening Jimmy made his appearance. He 
had tired of teaching, but was going to help in the 
Higginses^ store at Fahl-bank ; until they were ready for 
him he had come to me. He had to sleep with Mr. 
Egerton in the sitting-room. The German slept in the 
stable by preference, and of course he helped in various 
ways — Griinfontein was no place for idlers. Reva no 
longer came, except to do the washing, and the coolies 
cooked^ so that we had much better dinners, a change 
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which Jimmy appreciated. On the whole we were very 
jolly. 

Mr. Sparrow appeared one morning with his plan — and 
a very good one it was^ vastly superior to mine ; and at 
last we arranged that he was to have the contract for the 
house^ I was to find material^ he labour. He said he 
would send me his partner shortly, who would give me a 
specification of what would be required, and of the pro- 
bable cost; that he had arranged so as to be able to do 
my work ; that he must ask me to send my waggon to 
bring a few things from where they were, behind the 
mountain, to my place. He kept up the fiction of his 
suffering head, and his disposition to sacrifice himself, to 
a certain extent, for my advantage — spoke of how he 
would not do so for a man— oh, dear no I (and the head 
was shaken gently), kept it up delightfully — and as it 
seemed an agreeable pastime to him I never interfered, 
but seemed to accept it all as gospel. The brickmakers 
in the meantime got a Kaffir to help them, and progressed 
well. I paid them at the usual rate, a pound per thousand, 
and they found themselves. Joe was nothing remarkable ; 
but Jim was a fine young fellow, and when I was at times 
in want of help, showed himself to be a good practical 
farmer. He kept his own place, was never pushing, but 
had a frank hearty manner that was very taking. 

A few days after Mr. Sparrow's departure I had ridden 
to and from the valley, and coming back late, long after 
dark, owing to having to go out of my road considerably in 
order to avoid a grass fire, I remarked that Eclipse was 
ill. He carried me well, but I knew even before I got off 
him that he was going to have an attack of a peculiar and 
dangerous kind such as he had had a short time before. 
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I got him into the stable and applied all necessary remedies 
as quickly as I could ; but the poor horse was in terrible 
agony^ and at last I thought I should certainly lose him. 
We all — the coolies excepted — sat up in the little ante- 
room to the stable, and at lengthy after a heavy dose of 
opium, he got better, and we were just thinking of leaving 
him and going to supper — ^it was about eleven o'clock — 
when we heard a scrambling sound amongst the rocks 
and bushes below where we stood, and then a voice asking 
if this were Griinf ontein. On our answering in the affirma- 
tive, a man and horse made their appearance, and the man 
presented himself as Mr. Sparrow's partner. He had 
ridden on in front of the waggon I had sent under the 
charge of Mosamma and Dahl Nell to fetch him and his 
things, and had lost his way. We all adjourned into the 
little sitting-room after I had seen his horse given food, 
and affcer supper the German retired to the stable, and 
Mr. O'Grady made up a bed for himself in the house, in 
company with Mr. Egerton and Jimmy. 

Mr. O'Qrady was an Africander, and a very singular 
person. He had a perplexing habit of answering at 
random at times, like a person who is deaf or who is 
listening to a foreign language ; yet he was not deaf, and 
he habitually spoke English. He was fond of using long 
words, and had a disposition to laugh in an unreasonable 
and unaccountable manner. He might have been taken 
to be very simple, or very deep. He affected rather to 
patronize Mr. Sparrow, who in his turn spoke of him in 
like manner. He was certainly very obliging and good- 
natured. He informed me that Mosamma and Dahl had got 
drunk together, and had behaved very badly, on the road. 
The waggon came in the next day, while Mr. Egerton and 
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I were at work thatching the pigsties. I called Dahl 
Nell up to me^ and in Mosamma's presence gave him a 
good blowing up, laying stress on the fact, that disgrace- 
ful as it was for a man to get drunk at all, the disgrace 
was still greater when a black man was his boon com- 
panion. I did this, partly because I knew it was a rebuke 
Dahl would wince under, partly because I saw it was 
necessary to snub Mr. Mosamma; not because I thought 
there was really any sense in what I said, but then it 
would evidently have been throwing pearls before swine 
to have taken high ground in talking to my two auditors. 
They were both very angry, and yet felt very much 
humiliated, which was just what I wanted. 

A few days after Jimmy complained to me that 
Mosamma had called him '' Jimmy,^' and had been dis- 
respectful to him ; and on my speaking to my friend on 
the subject, he got into a terrible fury, and said that I 
was his mistress, and that he would always treat me with 
respect, but that as to the others he was as good as they 
were, with all their masters and mistresses I This, from a 
low-caste Indian, who knew that I knew what he was in 
his own country, for I had spoken to him in Hindustani, 
was strong, and I put him down pretty smartly. The 
result was that two days after, having finished their 
month, the two worthies departed (I heard them as they 
passed Jimmy and Mr. Bgerton say derisively, '^ Good- 
bye, Mister; good-bye. Master"), and Jimmy having to 
leave for Fahl-plas the day after, I was on the eve of 
being left in the lurch once more for want of labour, as 
two men cannot manage ploughing, and sowing, with 
oxen. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

It was evident that sometKing must be done under the 
circumstances, and that quickly. The German said he knew 
where he could get good Kaflfirs to work, at a missionary 
station. He told me the name. It was eight hours on 
horseback from Griinfontein. I sounded him a little as to 
whether he would walk there to get them ; evidently he was 
not disposed to do so. I had no horse but Eclipse, and he 
was not well ; besides, even without its being horse-sick- 
ness time, I had no fancy to trust Eclipse to a stranger ; 
I knew he would make a battle of it between his rider and 
himself at some part of the journey, and if he were the 
conqueror, where should I get my Kaffirs ? If the rider 
were the conqueror, it would only be after severe punish- 
ment had been inflicted, and I did not care for my horse 
to be punished by any one but me. However, the horse 
as it was could not go ; he was still weak from his attack 
of colic. In this dilemma I bethought me of Mr. O^Grady, 
and of his horse — a sorry brute, but if there be any truth 
in the theory of salting, it certainly was salted. It had 
been through the Zulu war, had had horse-sickness, and 
had recovered. I asked him if he would lend me the 
animal, I of course taking all risks ; and he very kindly 
consented. The German set forth on a Saturday, and the 



202 A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 

next morning Jimmy too bade me good-bye. So Mr. 
Egerton and I were left sole possessors of Griinfontein. 
There was plenty of work for him in the garden, and for 
me in various ways. I had no one to help me now, for 
Eeva had gone, as I think I said before, and she only 
washed for me, and I had been unable to get any boy to 
mind the sheep. There were several who would have \ 

come, and played noisily all day near the house or in the ■ 

garden with other little KafiBrs, whom they would have 
invited to spend the day and have dinner with them, but 
there was not one who would mind the sheep, so I pre- 
ferred doing without them. 

Mr. Higgins's sheep were constantly coming astray by 
twenties or thirties into my kraal, and his cattle were 
constantly causing me damage by trampling down the 
sides of the leading water-furrow. Numbers of Mr. 
Higgins^s sheep got lost on the mountains, and at last one 
of his KafErs asked me to go and count them out of the 
kraal one morning, to see how many were away. I did so, 
and found more than a hundred missing. I cleaned the 
house and the pots and pans, and washed up the dishes, 
counted the sheep out of the kraal, cleaned Eclipse and 
the stable, cooked dinner, calling Mr. Egerton from 
the garden occasionally to look after the sheep when they 
wandered to an unhealthy part of the veldt, or to help 
with lifting the big pot and kettle, for the fire was on the 
ground, and I had a tendency to tumble into it if I had to 
move anything heavy ; then towards evening, after I had 
washed up the things, I cut Eclipse's bed for the night, or 
helped in the garden at clearing the weeds. After supper 
Mr. Egerton and I played chess on a small pasteboard 
chess-board which I made, with absurd little chess-men 
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that he had cut out of wood, and we talked of all sorts of 
things of which I had not talked since I came to Africa. 
Mr. Egerton was very fond of painting, and of reading, 
and I think it was as pleasant to him as to me to meet 
with a person to whom he could talk about anything 
except every-day topics. 

Days went on, and the German did not return. On 
Friday, Jim came to the cottage to buy some meal. 

'^ Strange that German not a coming back,'' said Jim. 

''Yes,'' I said. 

'' I'm a thinking he must a taken the wrong road," 
said Jim. 

'' Why what wrong road ? " asked I ; "he knew the 
road. I don't think he can have taken the wrong road." 

Jim's eyes twinkled, " Well, I was a thinking as he 
might a taken it on purpose," said Jim. 

" What ! " I exclaimed. 

" Well,'' continued Jim in a stolid sort of way, although 
with a twinkle in his eye, '' I said to my mate when I 
saw him a ridin' off on that there horse, as how he'd 
never come back." 

'' Do you really think he has stolen the horse ? " I 
asked. 

'' Lor bless you, ma'am, yes," said Jim, smiling at my 
simplicity. '' I did say to my mate as how it would be 
well if we was to oflFer to let our Kaffir go for you to get 
boys from his kraal; but then, you see, I said it certainly 
was no business of ours." 

'' I wish you had warned me, Jim," I said. " I never 
thought of his stealing the horse I " 

"You have to be veryj)articular in these parts, ma'am," 
said Jim, '' more especially with them furriners. I knew a 
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Frenchman as jumped a horse '' — and he paused reflec- 
tively. '' No, ma'am, Fve no manner of doubt as how 
he's in the Free State now with that there horse/' 

This was pleasant. I went down to Mr. O'Grady's 
little canvas house below the spur where the hut stood. 
Mr. O'Grady still believed in the German's honesty. So 
did Mr. Egerton. But days went on ; Saturday came, and 
Sunday, and passed. Jim was triumphant; we had all 
given up the missing German. He had asked me to give 
him some money for the road, saying, he had none of his 
own, and what I had given him amounted to his wages 
— the things he had left behind were of no value. I gave 
him up at last, and I told Mr. 0' Grady that he must name 
his price for the horse. He said that there was a salted 
horse for sale, in the valley, for twenty-six or seven pounds, 
and that, if he liked it when he saw it, he would ask me to 
buy it for him. He was to see it on Tuesday. 

On Monday evening Mr. Egerton and I had finished 
supper and were playing chess (Mr. O' Grady lived in 
his canvas house), when the dogs jumped up and barked, 
there was a sound of horses' hoofs and the German rode 
up, with three Kaffirs following him. He had been de- 
layed owing to the difficulty of getting Kaffirs. He said 
he knew that we should all think he had jumped the 
horse. He was very good-humoured about it when we 
confessed we had thought so, made us each a present of a 
handkerchief he had bought at the missionary's store, and 
ate a hearty supper. Two days after I engaged two other 
Kaffirs, and the work went on quickly and well. Jimmy 
used to come over of a Saturday to spend Sunday, 
when we used to be very merry, carrying our conversa- 
tions on sometimes until after we were all in bed — at least 
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if Mr. Bgerton's and Jimmy^s blankets conld b^ called 
bed, the partition between my* room and the sitting-room 
not in any way impeding it. Mr. O'Grady, in the mean- 
time, drew a multiplicity of plans and elevations and 
diagrams of doors and windows, and partitions of staQs, 
&c., but I could not get him to give me the specification 
I wanted; he said he must wait for his partner — ^and 
his partner was not forthcoming. 

At last one afternoon he appeared. He was full of 
importance ; he twittered and chirped, and said now 
everything would go on delightfully. I pressed him for 
the specification, and at last a very detailed one was 
offered for my inspection. I went over it carefully, and 
got Mr. Sparrow to give me estimates as to cost. It 
ran up much higher than he had led me to suppose it 
would. It was very hard to bring things to a clear 
understanding, for he twittered and chirped so much 
about his head, and how overtaxed his brain was, and 
made so many digressions about the society he was used 
to, and so many polite speeches to me, that time went 
by, and I was often obliged to interrupt our business 
talks, to go about necessary household duties ; but at last 
I pointed out things I should wish cut out, as merely 
unnecessary luxuries, and the specification was taken back 
to be revised. 

It was drawing near the time when the Higginses were 
to return, and at last I got a letter telling me when I 
might expect them. They had left me the key of Sur- 
prise, and sometimes on Sundays I would walk over there 
to air the house ; or sometimes, if the moon was up, I 
would go after work was over, and play on the piano. On 
one of these occasions I remember being struck by Mr. 
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Egerton's delight at seeing a carpet which I had stretched 
out in one of the rooms'. He said he had not seen one 
for years^ that it was quite refreshing. It was also re- 
freshing to me to hear any one say^ as he did, when by 
chance I happened to turn over a waltz and play it^ 
'^ Oh, don't play that stupid thing ; go on with Norma, or 
Mozart's Twelfth Mass.'' 

Looking forward to the Higginses' return, I was often 
struck by the curious gulf that lies invariably between 
the European settlers in this country and those born in it 
— a gulf which is rendered wider, doubtless, when the 
European settler has been bred amongst all the refine- 
ments of European life, but which exists even when he is 
of the lower middle, or even of the labouring class. To 
the European, life here is an excitement — ^it is a race 
after wealth. There is something of the spirit of the 
gambler in all who try their fortunes out here. They 
may work in the fields sowing crops, or they may tend 
their herds and flocks — unexciting occupations you would 
say — but all this represents a portion of a game on which 
they have generally staked all they have ; and to all, there 
must be something of excitement in such a game, whether 
it be dice or oxen, cards or seeds of com, that are the 
counters. Then further; until a settler here becomes 
demoralized, he always looks forward to something beyond 
what he has — it may be to go home ; it may be to bring 
some dear one out to him ; it may be to become very rich 
for the mere sake of being very rich ; but there is always 
something. How different are this man's thoughts, as he 
glances over his cultivated lands, and at his hve- stock, 
from those of the Africander farmer, who, standing per- 
chance by his side, thinks of all his possessions as things 
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that he has perhaps won by toil, but with which, now 
that he has them, he is contented, looking for nothing 
beyond. His crops will realize a price which will enable 
him to live as he is living. If they fetch a higher price 
than nsaal, he can perhaps get a new waggon, or indulge 
in a half-bred English horse ; or perhaps, if he be a very 
enterprising character, he may think he will some time 
take his children to Natal, and let them behold the sea, 
and the great ships that he would be afraid to trust him- 
self on, though, may be, he has faced a Hon in his day ; 
his cows will calve, his ewes will lamb, and he will every 
year mark some of their little ones for his own httle ones, 
so that when they are men and women they too will 
have flocks and herds, without having to take away from 
their old father. The two talk of the market-prices, and 
of the oxen, &c., as if they had a common interest; but 
they are as far separated from each other as a gamester 
is from the man who plays a quiet rubber of whist for 
sweets, with his wife and children of an evening. Of 
course if, joined to this, there be in the one the existence of 
a remembrance of all the artistic culture — the refinement 
— the romance — the historic remains — which can be the 
portion only of him who has lived in old countries, and 
which is denied to one born and bred in South Africa, 
the gulf is enormously widened. Once this had struck 
me forcibly at Surprise, when Mr. Higgins, looking at a 
representation of an angel on the cover of a photograph- 
book that was lying on the table, said to me, " What 
a beautiful thing ! I wonder if there can exist such 
beautiful things.'' *^ I don't think that is so very beauti- 
ful," I said. " One can easily imagine a more beautiful 
angel than that." I remember the look in his eyes as he 
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said, '' Yes, I dare say you can. But do you know, I don't 
think any of us Africanders can imagine much ; we 
haven't got the training; we never see anything." 
I felt so sorry for what I had said, but his words were a 
commentary on what I said before as to the common- 
placeness of the country. What training more than that 
which Nature gives him does an Italian, or a Swiss, or 
even many a German or Frenchman want, to render him 
capable of imagining things of beauty? What taught 
the Greeks to become masters of the beautiful io all suc- 
ceeding ages ? Mr. Higgins was a man capable of 
admiring nature j his wife had a most sensitive apprecia- 
tion of natural beauties, but they had never seen beauty. 
The greatest beauty Mr. Higgins ever saw, by his own 
confession, was a sunset lighting up the valley that lay 
below Surprise. I remember, one evening, his asking 
me in good faith if I had ever seen anything to surpass 
it in all my wanderings. 

The consciousness that this great gulf lay between the 
Higginses and myself, struck me painfully now. It was 
irremediable ; but as I looked forward to their return, 
and felt how delighted I was that I should soon see them, 
I could not help lamenting in my heart, that our friend- 
ship should have this flaw in it. 

One evening after dark, Fiervaree came to the door of 
the cabin to say that Mr. Higgins had come, and wanted 
the key of the house. The waggons were to come in 
next day. I had just got the specification from Mr. 
Sparrow, and he had brought me the contract to sign as 
well, but I declined signing it until I had gone to Pre- 
toria to see about the prices of material. Mr. Sparrow 
had urged me to go quickly, and said Mr. O'Grady could 



A Lady Trader in tfie Transvaal. 209 

go with me, that he would give me every opportunity of 
getting things cheaply, and would save me a great deal 
of trouble. Mr. Sparrow was disturbed in his mind 
about one thing. Mr. O'Grady was, he twittered, a very 
young man — a good young man; he did not like to 
expose him to the temptations to be met with at Pre- 
toria ; could not I suggest any place where he could stay 
with some kind, respectable family ? Mr. Sparrow was 
paternally interested. It struck me that as Mr. O^Grady 
was considerably over twenty, and had been in the 
volunteers, he must have seen suflScient of this wicked 
world and its doings, for his innocence not to suffer much 
from a three days' stay in Pretoria. I said I was sorry, 
but I could only suggest that he could sleep at the 
waggon. Then there was one other little point that Mr. 
Sparrow was uneasy about. He was subject to palpita- 
tions, and he wanted a bottle of brandy, but he did not 
like to put temptation in a young man's way, although 
Mr. O'Grady was sober — oh, yes, a strictly sober young 
man indeed, said the little bird, shaking its head at me 
as if it had discovered me in a mental doubt as to the 
young man's virtuous disposition with regard to alco- 
holic drinks. Would I be so good as to bring him a 
bottle of brandy ? Thinking that Mr. O'Grady must be 
a very odd young man if he found no difficulty in re- 
fraining from entering the public-houses of Pretoria, 
but was liable to fall into the error of uncorking and 
drinking out of a bottle of brandy belonging to some- 
body else and entrusted to his charge, I replied that I 
would bring the brandy myself with pleasure. 

I passed the day before I was to start, on horseback, 
for Pretoria with Mr. O'Qrady as my companion, princi- 

p 
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pally at Sarpriae, taking the plans with me. I went 
there also in the morning on the day of my departure. 
Somehow Mr. Sparrow seemed to take it ill my showing 
the plans to Mr. Higgins ; and he and his partner had 
some disagreement, in which they were mixed up with 
some men they had hired to work, one of whom I had 
cautioned them against, as belonging to the drunken trio 
I had had working on the dam. They seemed irritated, 
and talked a great deal, until I was obliged to put them 
short and saddle up. I gave Mr. O'Grady a little start 
of me. As I bade Mr. Sparrow good-bye, he laid his 
hand impressively on my horse's neck. '^ Now remem- 
ber,'^ he said, '^ you need do nothing, absolutely nothing. 
Mr. 0*Grady will save you all trouble. You must just 
let him know where he can find you whenever he wants 
you, at any moment, and he will do everything.^' I said 
I felt much obliged for Mr. O'Grady's benevolent inten- 
tions as to my comfort. 

The German had already started for Pretoria in charge 
of the waggon. He could not drive, but had a Kaffir as 
driver, and also a Kaffir foreloper, but of course I wanted 
a responsible man in charge. I only hoped he would not 
become irresponsible at Pretoria. 

I had promised to see on my way to Moy-plas, where 
I meant to sleep, the wife of a certain Penter, an old 
Boer, whose house was not far from Cucumoor's. Fenter 
had ridden over to Surprise that morning to beg of me 
to do so, and I had promised; but the little Sparse w and 
his partner had delayed me, and it was rather late when 
I started. Added to this, Mr. O'Grady's sorry little pony 
was not up to keeping to a quick canter, although his 
master insisted he was. He would not let me leave him 
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and ride on alone ; he said lie was afraid of losing the road ; 
and he protested that his horse was so fresh he absolutely 
had to hold him in ; although, if I cantered fast for any 
time, I could hear the poor little animal blowing behind me, 
and hear a cut given to it every now and then ; and once, 
when Eclipse got far before it, it lifted up its poor little 
voice and whinnied for him to stop. Of course after that 
I kept Eclipse at a very slow pace, and so by the time we 
had to take the turn for Fenter^s house it was nearly dark. 
The house was a very small one, built of unbumt brick, 
and, as is general with Boer, or even English Africanders* 
houses, stuck down in the veldt without any attempt at 
making its surroundings pretty. Hearing the horse^s 
tramp, Penter, a small, thin, delicate-looking old man, 
came out. He was surprised to see me so late, and sur- 
prised, too, to see me with a companion. I introduced 
Mr. 0^ Grady as a builder, which explained everything ; 
and then I told how I had been delayed, and asked old 
Fenter whether he could give me stabling for Eclipse. 
He said *' Yes, for both horses." I did not ask whether 
he could put O' Grady and me up, for, arriving late at a 
Boer^s house on such an errand as mine, I knew that to 
be unnecessary; some sort of shakedown was sure to be 
provided. .After I had cleaned Eclipse, and given him 
his forage, T adjourned to the house. There old Fenter 
introduced me to Mrs. Fenter. As is very often the case 
amongst the Boers, the lady^s proportions made up for 
what wafe wanting in those of her lord and master. If 
old Mrs. Fenter had been asked to sit in a stall at the 
Italian Opera, I don't think she would have been able to 
get in. She was a jolly-looking woman by nature, but 
just then she looked somewhat woebegone, having ery- 
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sipelas in her face — ^not badly, bat doubtless enough to be 
very uncomfortable. Old Fenter was deaf. Mrs. Fenter 
having tied up her head in numerous bandages, was so 
artificially. O'Grady sat on the edge of his chair, and 
grinned at nothing in particular, occasionally varying his 
amusement by a chuckle, also at nothing in particular. Old 
Fenter occasionally asked a question of me, or made re- 
marks about O^Grady and myself to his wife — ^not oflFen- 
sively; personally I have seldom found Boers offensive — ^but 
from a sort of natural rudeness which is in the race, and with 
which, being natural, it would be absurd to get annoyed. 
A little girl who helped in the house, and who I suppose 
was some sort of relation, looked covertly at me, and 
when she caught my eye smiled pleasantly and rather 
shyly, whilst I endeavoured in bad Dutch, to converse — 
or rather, to hold a soliloquy. This was a thing I was 
getting accustomed to — not very amusing, but good as 
practice. My auditors were generally much what they 
were in this case, only the number of fat women and shy 
little girls with pleasant smiles was sometimes multiplied^ 
and a hulking young man or two, or a young matron 
already running to fat, thrown in. The soliloquy always 
had the same headings — the big dam I was making (the 
biggest dam in that part of the country, some one would 
always remark parenthetically), the fine span of salted 
oxen I had bought from Mr. Higgins, at which some 
one would always say, '^ Are you sure they are salted? *^ 
and when I said I had been at Surprise when they 
salted, they would wag their heads and say, ^' Ah, yes, 
that is right,^' and ask the price, and wag their heads 
again, and say, '^ Ah, yes, that was not too much for salted 
oxen, real salted oxen— oxen that had had redwater and 
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lung-sick/' Then I would tell what crops I was goinpf 
to put in, and ask advice about it (the Boers like an 
English person to ask advice from them); and then I 
would tell of how I thought I might get manure from 
Hermann Potchieter's old kraal, which would lead to a 
little discussion between members of the family I was 
talking to, and give me time to think what should be my 
next heading ; and then I would tell how many sheep in 
my kraal had had fever; and when I was running very 
low, I knew I could always make the whole party laugh 
by saying how I had tried to make bread myself, and 
how bad it was. That point was always a success, and 
led to my being asked whether the Boer bread was not 
nice ; and that led to my saying how very nice the Boer 
biscuits were, and that we did not know how to make 
them in England ; and that was always a second success. 
I flatter myself that my Boer neighbours thought me 
rather agreeable. They certainly thought me cracked, 
but that did not matter in the least. 

Supper on this occasion caused a pause in my soli- 
loquy. It was the usual bread and mutton and coffee. 
Old Fenter said grace. Presently I saw preparations 
being made for a bed on the floor of the sitting-room — 
there were only two rooms besides the little kitchen in 
the house. Then old Fenter signified to O'Grady that he 
was to sleep in the sitting-room, and Mrs. Fenter lighted 
a candle and took me into the bedroom, which was door* 
less — a curtain doing duty as door. It was a small 
room, with a four-post bed at one side, nearly occupying 
the whole side. This bed had hangings of white calico, 
which shut it in and made a sort of box of it. At the 
other side of the room was a trestle bed. Mrs. Fenter 
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pointed to this as mine. Now^ as I had intended to 
sleep at Moy-plas I had taken no nightdress with me^ 
for I knew I could get one there^ and I had sent up all 
my small amount of luggage in the waggon to Pretoria. 
As Mrs. Fenter had not given me any garment of the 
sorti I simply removed my shoes^ and lay down on the 
bed. I knew that Boers never undress at nighty even in 
case of illness^ so I was prepared for this ; but what I 
was not prepared for was to see old Fenter toddle into 
the room. Mrs. Fenter had just removed her upper 
dress^ and then rolled into bed, raising the curtain to do 
so. The little girl had lain down near the foot of the 
same bed. I lay quietly watching old Fenter's opera- 
tions. I rather wondered what he was going to do. 
There was a light hung on the wall at the other side of 
the four-poster, and I could see the portly form of Mrs. 
Fenter cast in shadow against the white curtain. Old 
Fenter divested himself leisurely of his coat and of his 
feldt-schoons, or field-shoes, made of untanned leather; 
stockings he had none ; and then (having apparently an 
idea that going to bed was a process which demanded a 
certain amount of privacy, although compatible with having 
a small girl in bed with Mrs. Fenter and himself, and a 
strange lady in the same room) he, instead of boldly raising^ 
the curtain, like Mrs. Fenter, proceeded to creep in from 
the bottom of the bed, very cautiously, on hands and 
knees. A few minutes after, portentous snores proclaimed 
that the three occupants of the couch were fast asleep. I 
went to sleep, too, and slept till dawn. 

I cleaned Eclipse (I always carried his brush and comb 
with me), had early coffee, and O^Grady and I up-saddled 
in the still dewy morning, and departed. 
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We had breakfast at Moy-plas, where I found Harriett's 
pig still flourishing ; and after a short rest^ sadd.led-up 
once more. 

I had postponed a little of my talk on business with 
O'Grady, until I should be taking this ride to Pretoria 
with him, for the Sparrow and he, being fond of frequent 
digressions from the main subject of discourse, were apt 
to take up a great deal of time before coming to the 
point, and time was precious at Griinfontein. O'Grady 
seemed troubled in his mind. He at last asked me 
whether I really meant to let him and his partner carry 
out the contract ? I said, certainly I did ; was I not 
going to Pretoria on purpose to get materials for them 
to work with ? He then repeated the kind offer Mr. 
Sparrow had made in his name, to save me all trouble if 
I would only let him know where he might find me at 
any moment. I suggested that this would be difficult, 
as I had a great deal of business on hand, and should be 
here, there, and everywhere during the day. I asked if 
it would not do for me to teU him some particular hour 
when he would be sure to find me at some appointed 
place. O^G-rady seemed surprised, he had not known that 
I had business in Pretoria. 

"Not about getting estimates, &c., for material ?*' I 
asked. 

O'Grady thought that Ae was going to Pretoria for 
that purpose. If I were going to do this business, what 
was the use of his going also ? I suggested that two 
heads were better than one occasionally, as also pro- 
verbially ; to which proposition O'Grady, with a look of 
thoughtfulness, agreed 

We off-saddled half way to Pretoria, against my usual 
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custom, but I was sorry for O^Grady's pony, and we 
reached Pretoria late. 

O'Grady left me, to go to the house of an acquaintance^ 
where he had arranged for himself to put up, so that 
I conclude his senior partner^s anxieties on his account 
had been allayed. I rode on, anxious to find the German 
and my waggon, and discover whether he had been drink- 
ing or not. I found the oxen grazing on a piece of 
common land towards the middle of the town. The 
Kaf&rs were with them, and one of them took me to 
where the German was, with the waggon, on the market- 
square. I then went to the house of my kind friend 
Mrs. Parker, where I had an invitation, and sent Eclipse 
to the stables of the '^ European '^ under the German's 
charge. 

In the ensuing days I found out satisfactorily that 
the cost of material would enormously exceed anything 
that it had been estimated to me at. I found out, too^ 
that the German could be as thorough in getting drunk, 
as in doing anything else. This did not surprise me ; 
the former discovery did. Of course, I heard the same 
talk about my purchase of Griinfontein as I had heard 
before. In the meantime, O'Grady seemed gradually 
getting excited, and at last one evening called on me, 
and after much beating about the bush told me that he 
found he and the Sparrow had been mistaken, that they 
could not execute the building for what they had said^ 
and handed me an estimate for nearly double the stated 
amount. The result was, that he went down to Griin- 
fontein next day to tell the fact to the Sparrow, while 
I remained a day behind to attend the weekly auction 
on the market-square. I had never attended an auction 
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before, and I had a vague idea that I was doing some- 
thing very disreputable. I knew that in my new charac- 
ter of an enterprising farmer, auctions were in my way ; 
but I felt rather nervous in taking to this clearly-defined 
line. The German, being sober, looked respectability 
itself, and I kept him close to me, hoping thereby to 
cover myself with a little of his 89gis of propriety. I 
wanted a second horse, and the Gorman confided to me 
that he wanted to buy a horse, if I would buy one for 
him, and let him work for it ; in the meantime I could 
use it, he said. I thought I saw a way to killing two 
birds with one stone. In the meantime, one horse after 
another was brought out ; they were none of them good 
horses, some miserable brutes, but the German was 
caught in the excitement of seeing horses, and hearing 
the bidding; time after time he almost begged me to 
bid for some animal : '' Its legs are swollen, yes, but 
they will come all right," or, " Its chest is narrow, but 
that won't matter." He was a good judge of a horse, I 
think, but he was excited. At last a very thin, dirty, 
shaggy brown pony was brought out ; nobody seemed to 
fancy him, and it was hard to get the bidding up to 
fifteen pounds, but he was a thorough good little horse 
for all that. I was hesitating whether I would tell the 
German to say ''sixteen,^'- when William Sturton, who 
happened to be there, said, '' If you want a horse, that 
one is salted. I happen to know he has come from 
Dammerland." This decided me, and the German walked 
off quite pleased with his prize. 

I left Pretoria early next morning, as early at least as 
the opening of the '' European '' stables (seven o'clock) 
would allow. The waggon had gone on a little in fronts 
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but I soon picked it np^ and had breakfiftst at the first 
oatspann. Then leaving it to follow^ I rode on. I had 
much to think of, and not very pleasant thinking either. 
From the time when I arranged to buy Griinfontein, I 
had known that to make it pay a certain class of build- 
ings would have to be erected on it. It was not a farm, 
to the best of my belief, that could be made pay by work- 
ing it in the hugger-mugger fashion of the country. I 
had been careful in making all my calculations before 
going in for it, believing that I was making them on 
trustworthy data; now I found that I had been grossly, 
although I do not mean wilfully, misled. The meaning 
of all this to me was, that I must give up Griinfontein or 
be ruined. Of course I chose the former alternative, but 
it was very painful. I dreaded parting from the Higginses, 
and going as it were out into the unknown again. I 
knew that Mr. Higgins would be greatly disappointed 
at my not buying the place. I had worked so hard to 
improve it ; had counted labour and hardship as nothing 
if I could but push on the work there ; it was such a 
pretty place for this country ! However, the truth was 
too obvious; to me Griinfontein meant ruin. I was 
sorry about Mr. Egerton, too. I knew that breaking up 
Griinfontein would very likely throw him on his beam- 
ends again, and that meant probably ruin to him. Then 
what was I to do ? Of course I had to look for another 
farm, but in the meantime what was I to do with my 
oxen, with my sheep, with little Boughy and Moustache f 
I found Moy-plas bright and home-like, and the usual 
cheery welcome awaiting me. I started after breakfast 
the next day, and it was early in the afibemoon when 
I rode up to Griinfontein. 



A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 219 

Mr. Egerton> who was working at a large new fowl- 
bouse that I was making, came to meet me. He had 
been expecting me^ having heard I was coming from 
(VGradj, and had something ready for my tea. I had 
hardly finished telling him the resalt of my visit to 
Pretoria, when Mr. Higgins rode up on Wellington. I 
felt I was in for it, and I told him, too. I watched him 
anxiously. People in Pretoria had said I placed too 
great trust in his high-mindedness in money-matters ; I 
was putting him to the test. 

If this were not a history of mere facts, without em- 
bellishments of any sort, or any flights of imagination — 
if it, moreover, were written for the sake of amusing or 
merely making money, not with a further object of giving 
any one who reads it a truthful conception of this country, 
I should be much tempted to make Mr. Higgins what I 
had imagined him ; but as it is, truth compels me to say 
that he fell a little short of my ideal. He did not oppose 
my leaving Griinfontein, but he did ask for compensation 
beyond the improvement of the crops, and the bricks 
that I left on it. If I had not received much kindness at 
his wife^s and his hands — ^kindness which it is not likely 
I shall ever have it in my power to repay — I think my 
natural pugnacity would have asserted itself ; as it was, 
I paid the compensation, feeling more sorry that he 
had asked for it than that I had to pay it, although I 
was hard up for money too. Only when I was leaving 
Griinfontein for Pretoria, there, as I well knew, to have 
the whole matter discussed, and to be forced into speak- 
ing of it myself, did I tell Mr. Higgins that I thought he 
had not acted quite rightly — told him exactly what I 
should say to any one who might force me to express an 
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opinion on the matter, but told him, too, that I hoped 
we should ever remain friends. In truth, I believe there 
is not a man in the country who would have acted better 
than Mr. Higgins, and few who would have acted as 
well. South Africa is a bad training-school for hig-h 
class morality in money-matters— or indeed, in any 
matter whatever. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

Before I left Griinfontein various arrangements had 
to be made^ amongst others the disposing of the wool 
of my sheep, which I had had lying by for some time. 
I arranged with James Higgins that he was to buy it, 
and I sent it over to Fahl-plas on the waggon, with the 
German in charge. I had discharged the brickmakers, 
Jim promising in case I wanted his services, in any 
capacity, to come to me, and I was only waiting for a 
few days before discharging all the Kaffirs but two, who 
were to act as driver and foreloper to the waggon. I 
had determined upon going to the bush-veldt to trade 
amongst the Boers. The winter was drawing near again, 
and the migration to the bush-veldt was beginning. I 
thought I would go first to Pretoria and meet some 
goods that I expected would be soon there, as I had 
sent to England for them some time before — whatever 
was deficient I could buy wholesale there ; that I would 
go to the bush-veldt, taking with me the German, 
Egerton, and the Kaffirs; that, if I were fortunate 
enough to get rid of the goods quickly, I could leave the 
German in charge of the waggon and oxen, at some place 
where the grazing was good, and, with Mr. Egerton, 
could ride to Pretoria, and when there look out for a 
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new farm. All I should require would be a third horse, 
to carry a blanket or two and the saddle-bags. 

Accordiugly, I sent off the wool to Fahl-plas, telling 
the German that I would follow on horseback for I had 
other business there. I saddled Eclipse towards evening. 
He had been hurt by the saddle, and was not quite well, 
but I arranged the saddle on him so that it seemed not 
to touch the sore, before mounting. At the end of a 
sharp canter he seemed uneasy, and I stopped to see if 
anything had gone wrong. Alas ! the sore on his back 
was bleeding. I had no choice but to return home. The 
question now was what was to be done ? When I 
reached Griinfontein, it was too late for me to ride to 
Fahl-plas that eveniug on the brown pony, even if I 
could ride so far on him at all ; but my saddle did not 
fit him, and I knew a long ride on him would give him 
sore withers. It was, however, necessary for me either 
to go to Fahl-plas myself or send a message. I could 
of course send Mr. Egerton, but there was an objection 
to this. I had an idea that the German was covertly 
jealous of my treating Egerton as my equal when work 
hours were over. Now if I sent Egerton to Fahl-plas, 
Jimmy would be sure to take him into the house and 
have him to dinner, &c., whilst the German would be 
left outside with the waggon ; besides, I should have to 
let Egerton ride the pony — Eclipse could not bear the 
saddle — and I did not know if this might not annoy the 
master-in-prospect of the other quadruped. Mr. Egerton 
came to my assistance by proposing to walk, saying he 
thought the German might dislike his riding the pony ; 
however, I would not listen to this. The risk had to be 
taken, for I was absolutely obliged to send a message 
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where I could not go myself. Egerton started on the 
pony the next morning early. 

In the evening I saw the waggon coming along the 
road at the foot of the hill. The Qerman was walking 
beside it^ and even from a distance one could see that he 
was all bristling with rage. He hardly waited a moment 
after he saw me before his wrath found utterance. From 
living amongst Boers and English for so long^ he always 
talked a mixture of German, Boer lingo, and English, 
difficult at times to understand ; but when wrath quick- 
ened his utterance he became quite unintelligible. I 
never knew the immediate cause of this outburst, although 
I could easily divine it ; but the outcome of it was, that 
he vowed he hated Egerton, couldn't — wouldn^t bear with 
him — and that if Egerton were to stay he wouldn't remain 
another day — ^that I could keep the horse myself. Of 
course whea any one tells you that you must send some 
one else away if you mean to retain the services of the 
speaker, it means either that there is a legitimate cause 
of complaint, or else that the speaker must go. There 
was no particular cause of complaint even by the Ger- 
man's own admission. His complaint was founded on 
generalities, and so, although he was a valuable servant, I 
said of course if he couldn't agree with Egerton he must 
go as he said, but that he couldn't go immediately, unless 
he wanted to forfeit his month's pay, as he was engaged 
by the month, and his time was not yet up. He saw this, 
like a practical man as he was, although he was in a rage. 

Egerton came home on the pony soon after. It had 
been just as I said. If Jimmy had not been at Fahl-plas 
I dare say the German's pride might not have suffered so 
much, but ihe English-bred boy made a sharp distinction 
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between the respectable servant and the gentleman^s 
prodigal son. The former had been given brandy in tho 
store, and had bought more drink. Farther than that he 
had been taken no particular notice of, as he had th© 
waggon to sleep in, and his food and means of cooking 
with him. The latter had dined with the family, and 
had coflFee under the verandah. Egerton was not a 
careful master for a horse — he was not very careful about 
anything, himself included — ^but on this occasion I after- 
wards heard from Jimmy that the pony had been treated 
just as I should have treated it myself; still, I dare say 
the idea of his prospective pony having been ridden by 
the man who was treated as his social superior, added to 
the German's anger. 

I was now in a diflBculty. Egerton could not manage 
oxen at all, to say nothing of driving, and it was neces- 
sary to have somebody besides the somewhat raw Kaffirs 
to manage the oxen, for I am physically incapable of 
working with such very unwieldy beasts. In this dilemma 
I bethought me of " Jim/' He, I knew, could not only 
work somewhat with oxen, but could drive them fairly 
well. I sent him word that I wanted him. In the mean- 
time I arranged with Mr. Higgins that my sheep should 
be herded with his until such time as I could send for 
them. I was sorry, for I knew how little he looked after 
his own sheep, and I could not expect anything better 
for mine. Still I could do nothing else. I had nowhere 
to leave my flock except with him. The German did 
whatever I wanted of him punctually, but I could see 
him talking a great deal to the two Kaffirs I had kept, 
and at last he came and told me confidentially that they 
had told him that they did not wish to stay. On ques- 
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tioning the boys myself, however, I found that they were 
quite willing to go with me to Pretoria, and they even 
said to the bush-veldt. I was content so long as they 
would go to Pretoria. 

On Saturday Jimmy made his appearance as usual. 
Jim was with him^ and had a little donkey, that he had 
bought and trained while with me, packed up with his 
various traps. As they came up I noticed that Jim had 
got himself up very smart, and I was disagreeably surprised 
by his putting out his hand to greet me in Boer fashion. 
I hate snubbing a man publicly, and the German and 
Egerton were near me when he came up fco me, besides 
Jimmy, so I took the proffered hand, reflecting that he 
must have been getting spoiled since I had last seen him. 

It was drawing towards evening, and presently Jimmy, 
Egerton, and I had supper. The German had long 
before asked me to give him board-wages, and let him 
cook for himself. I then called Jim to supper, but 
he said he was going to have supper in Eclipse^s ante- 
room with the German, and would make his bed there. 
Jimmy was eager to come with me on my trading expedi- 
tion ; but my prospects were too unsettled and uncertain 
for me to consent to this, as he had a very good berth at 
Fahl-plas : we sat up late, discussing plans for the future. 
The next morning we were having an early breakfast, 
when Jimmy, who was sitting so that he could see 
through the open door, said suddenly, — 

'' I say, you had better go and see what's up ; there's 
Jim packing up his donkey.'' 

I went out immediately. Jim and the German were 
standing under the wild fig-tree with the donkey ready 
packed. 

Q 
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Why, Jim/'- said I, " what's the matter ? I was just 
going to call you in to breakfast/' 

Jim looked a little this way and a little that way. 
Then it came out. " He had heard — ^heard things — he 
saw he shouldn't get on," &c. ; but I was determined to 
get to the bottom of it, and the bottom of it was that 
the German and he had been talking, and that he had 
heard that Egerton was treated differently from one of 
them, and that he wouldn't stand it. He admitted that 
he knew that Egerton was a gentleman by birth and educa- 
tion ; he admitted that I made no difference between him 
and any other man while they were at work, but still he 
would not stand it. Once that I made him speak out — 
and spoke out myself — he was quite reasonable, and per- 
fectly respectful. He took his own view of the matter ; 
it was one I could understand. With Jimmy he said he 
would work side by side, and treat him as a young 
gentleman ; but Egerton had brought himself down to 
his (Jim's) level, and there he should remain — ^he had 
lost his title to social superiority. Jim was very igno- 
rant, and he expressed this in his own language, which is 
very different from mine ; but that was the meaning of 
what he said. 

I said that I could not take his view of the case ; tibat 
Egerton was doing his best to work well, and to redeem 
himself ; and that I was bound to stand by him, such 
being the case. 

''I'm afraid, ma'am, as you'll be the loser by it," said 
Jim. 

'^ I'm afraid I shall, Jim," said I ; " but right is right, 
whatever comes of it." 

" Yes," Jim assented. " You be right there, ma'am ; 
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but I couldn't work with him like that — ^it would be no 
use my trying ; but I wishes you all success^ ma^am, as I 
am sure you deserves it." 

And with that Jim and I shook hands^ and he and his 
donkey departed down the hill. 

I had moved from under the tree to the bridge, as I 
spoke to him, so as to be out of Egerton's hearing. I took 
a stroll in the garden before I returned. That spiteful 
little German had determined to pay me out for discarding 
him rather than Egerton; and he was doing so. 

When I returned to the cabin Mr. Egerton inter- 
rupted some remark I made as I opened the little half- 
door. 

" Mrs. Heckford," he said, looking very pale, " I must 
leave you — I am ruining you/* 

I said, '' Nonsense ;^' but I felt there was a good deal 
of truth in what he said. 

^' No,'' he went on, " you may say that ; I knew you 
would ; but as an honourable man I have no choice in the 
matter, and can leave you none. You must see this 
yourself.'' 

There was more truth in this than even in his former 
remark, and yet it was but superficial truth after all — 
such truth as passes current in the world — ^but not real 
truth ; for ruin can never come to any one through doing 
what is right, and it is undoubtedly right for one weak 
human being to stand firm against the tide of ignorance 
and selfishness which will always set in against any other 
weak human being, who having once fallen publicly, tries 
to rise, even though it may be by dint of hard labour, 
and though his efforts may be made in a spirit of all 
humility, as were Mr. Egerton's. Surely there can be 
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no dictate of honour which should tell such a one that he 
must cast aside the help that is voluntarily held out to 
him by one, who, fully estimating the cost of what he 
does, is prepared to do it fearlessly. It canaot be honour- 
able wilfully to throw away the chance of redeeming one- 
self ; and if any one here is disposed to say that a man 
ought to be able to do so without some external help 
when he has once fallen, I would advise that person, 
before he is quite sure in the matter, to come out here 
and see whether, after studying life in Pretoria for a 
little, he will not change his mind. 

It is not easy to make all this evident to a man of 
delicate susceptibilities, with the usual ideas about honour, 
which, however strong they may be, are in nine cases out 
of ten very vague in men's minds, and who is smarting 
from a severe and recently-inflicted wound. I almost 
despaired of dissuading Mr. Egerton from packing up 
his small stock of goods, and starting then and there for 
Pretoria ; but I gained my point in the end. 

Jimmy remained with me until I left Griinfontein. 
I could not let him go ; it was hard enough to have to 
bid good-bye to him and to the Higginses at all, with- 
out dividing the good-byes. I paid ofE the German, and 
let him go; packed the waggon, killed one pig, and 
sold the other; loaded up my fowls for the Pretoria 
market; counted my sheep, with poor Hans and my 
pretty little pet ram, to Mr. Higgins ; commended Ada's 
cats to Augustus's mercy ; and then, having bid good- 
bye to the Higginses and to Jimmy, and started the 
waggon off, Mr. Egerton and I mounted our horses, and 
left pretty Griinfontein with little Roughy and Moustache 
as our companions. Moustache cared not a pin, but 
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Rougliy evidently felt much as I did — ^that he was going 
away from what he knew into a dreary unknown region, 
where there would be no more little Kaffirs to bark at, as 
they danced on moonlight nights; no more fowls to 
chase, no more trots over to Surprise and games with 
Fido. Poor little dog ! A presentiment of evil seemed 
to have taken possession of him. He could hardly be 
got to leave the place, and when he at length followed 
us, it was with a drooping tail, and with a little mise- 
rable yelp every now and then, as if he was crying 
for pretty Griinfontein and homelike Surprise. I could 
have cried as I turned my back on them, if crying had 
been of any use. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

It was a bright afternoon as Mr. Egerton and I rode 
towards Pretoria ; and as I looked at the waggon with 
its indiflFerent driver, and utterly untutored forelooper, 
at Mr. Egerton, who knew as little about pxen and 
waggons as I did, and at the span of splendid oxen com- 
mitted to our joint charge, I wondered in my heart 
whether I were not a great fool to go in for the under- 
taking I had just entered upon. Bat, as I have said, it 
was a bright afternoon, and if there was risk in what I 
was about to do, there was also the excitement that always 
attends risk; and before I was many miles from Surprise 
I felt that the whole thing was rather enjoyable. We 
outspanned for the night near to Cucumoor^s farm. There 
was a new moon ; and although it was chilly, it was still 
pleasant for sleeping out. The waggon was too full for 
me to be able to sleep in it, if I had wished to do so ; but 
I dislike sleeping in a waggon when there are horses 
and oxen to be looked after, unless I have very trust- 
worthy attendants. My Kaffirs were not trustworthy, I 
knew, and Mr. Egerton, when he was once asleep, was very 
hard to waken. I had my blankets spread near to where 
Eclipse was tied to the waggon — for he had an objection 
to being tied, and was accustomed to a loose stall, and 
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I thought it probable he might require my ministration 
during the night, which, in fact, was the case. It was a 
long time since last I had slept in the open air, and I 
enjoyed it. The next day, early, we passed Moy-plas, 
where I paid a visit. John Higgins was there ; he laughed 
as he bade me good-bye. " Tou^ll be well Salted by the 
time you come back from the bush-veldt,^' he said. I 
picked up the waggon and Mr. Egerton a little before 
we had to pass the Crocodile. The oxen took the waggon 
through well ; but I could see that the driver was not up 
to much. That evening we outspanned close to Dass- 
poort, so as to be able to get in eai'ly to market next 
morning. 

I had forage and seed oats, pumpkins and fowls for 
sale. As I sat on Eclipse, close by the waggon, waiting 
for these various articles to be sold, two or three persons 
whom I did not know, spoke to me by name. Presently 
one man, who seemed to know me quite well, though I 
had not the least remembrance of him, was accosted by 
a very goodnatured-looking man with a brown beard. 
I saw them both looking at me, and then heard the man 
with the beard ask who I was. " Oh ! '* said my unknown 
acquaintance, "don't you know? that's Mrs. Heckford; 
let me introduce you ;" and so he did. The man with the 
beard was Mr. Hans Felman, and his introducer told 
me if I wanted to hear about farms he was the very man 
to tell me about them. Mr. Felman then spoke very 
politely, saying if he could be of any use to me he should 
be most happy. I asked where I could see him if I 
wanted information. He told me where he lived, and 
asked me to call on his wife. I had much to do, having 
after the market to deliver the things I had sold ; then 
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to find out where my English goods were^ and to load 
them np (they had just come up to Pretoria, and were 
still on the waggon that brought them) ; then I had to 
select and buy other goods, so as to have a fair stock to 
take to the bush-veldt. Then I had to unpack all these 
goods, and write out a list of their selling prices ; besides, 
I had to get a third horse. The packing out and pricing 
of the goods I did at a farm close to Pretoria, belonging 
to a young Englishman, where I had obtained leave to 
outspann. There was very little grass to be had ; but on 
his farm the grazing was still pretty fair. I slept in the 
veldt, and we had our camp-fire, and cooked for ourselves, 
of course. Indeed, the house was at some distance from 
where my waggon was. It was a house of only two 
rooms, and a little kitchen outside. In it the young farmer 
with his young Boer wife and two little children lived. 

I got through all I had to do at the end of a week. 
My new horse was a big, bony, unkempt colt, barely 
three years old, and only half-broken. He had excellent 
points : but one thing I saw would always spoil his beauty, 
he had a fiddle head, so I called him Violin. He was very 
thin, and rather depressed in spirits, as well as in con- 
dition, but he had a vicious way of rolling his eye back, 
and an equally vicious way of flicking his tail straight up 
and down, as if he had a hinge in the middle of it. 
Mr. Egerton hated him from the first, and prophecied 
that he would turn out badly ; and Violin, I suppose in 
consequence, never liked him. He soon learnt to know 
me, and would let me handle him as I liked \ but he was 
a troublesome beast with most other people. After some 
bargaining, I bought this animal for fifteen pounds, and 
I was now ready to start. 
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Mr. Egerton and I were eating our supper by the camp- 
fire ; I had been showing him a photograph of myself, 
which I had had done in Pretoria at Mrs. Higgins's 
request. I had a presentiment of evil hanging over 
me, and the look of this photograph displeased me, and 
strengthened it. It was a very nice photograph — ^as a 
pleasing representation of myself I was more than satisfied 
with it — but the individual represented in it struck me, 
as I looked at her, to be absurdly unfitted for a ^' Smouse," 
as a trader in a waggon is called here. Looking at that 
picture, it struck me that I was not only doing a foolish 
things but a ridiculous thing. Mr. Egerton had told me 
that he had heard some talk between the boys about 
wanting their pay raised. In the midst of my meditations 
they broached the subject. They said if their pay was 
not raised they would not leave Pretoria. I knew their 
game. They had waited to tell me this till all was ready 
to start. The time for the bush-veldt trading was going 
by; other traders were getting in before me — ^they 
thought they could extort money — for drivers were 
scarce in Pretoria then — KaflSrs, as a rule, not liking to go 
away from their kraals in the winter. I told them 
plainly that I should not raise their wages a penny ; and 
we all turned in for the night soon afterwards. The 
next morning my firiends said they were going. They 
hung about, however, apparently waiting for something, 
I meanwhile saddled up to ride to Pretoria to look for 
another driver, leaving Mr. Egerton in charge of the 
waggon. Then they asked me to pay them their wages, 
but I pointed out to them, that when servants left one 
at a moment's notice, even though towards the end of 
their month, they forfeited all pay. They knew well 
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enough that I could have them put in prison, so they 
held their peace, and I rode off on the brown pony Dandy. 
I had arranged the saddle so as to fit him as well as 
Eclipse ; and he was a better horse for work in Pretoria, 
Eclipse being too larky to be left standing alone if I had 
business indoors. Dandy was full of spirit ; but although 
quite young, he was quietness itself. 

All that day I hunted for a driver, and other people 
kindly hunted for me, but I could get none. Day 
after day passed; every morning I saddled up, and 
bade Mr. Egerton good-bye : every evening I rode back to 
the waggon, to see him waiting by the camp-fire, that 
showed me in the half-darkness where the waggon stood, 
as I cantered over the veldt, always to tell the same story. 
I rode over to neighbouring kraals : it was of no nse. 

I had got the gentleman on whose farm I was out- 
spanned, to have my oxen herded with his oxen. Mr. 
Egerton and I slept by the loaded waggon; got up 
early ; and while he lit the fire and made early coffee, I 
cleaned the horses alone, until, coffee being made, he 
took his share of the work. Then I saddled up for my 
hopeless search. It came on bitterly cold ; every morning 
the grass was white with hoar frost, and so were our 
blankets. In the middle of all this, one evening I felt 
unwell, and the next day I was choking with a violent 
attack of bronchitis. I went on my quest as usual that 
day, and for several succeeding days — but I could hardly 
speak. The nights were very bad. I would have gone 
into town to sleep at a friend's house but for two reasons, 
one, that I had the horses to look after ; I was afraid of 
leaving them altogether to Mr. Egerton's care. He 
had been so long in South Africa that he had acquired a 
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good deal of Soath African carelessness as to horses; 
besides^ I thought, as he must remain at the waggon^ 
it was only right I should not shirk roughing it. I 
shall never forget that man's kindness at that time ; how 
he would get up when he heard me coughing, and get 
me whatever he could to relieve me ; and how jolly he 
was over it all^ as if it was the pleasantest thing in the 
world to turn out of his bed and walk about in a bitter 
cold night. He did all this in such a perfectly natural and 
unaffected way, so that it seemed as if it were an every- 
day occurrence for him to have to act nurse to a bronchitio 
lady in the open veldt. 

At last, after I had spent about a fortnight there, I 
determined to try to go into Pretoria, instead of remaining 
on the farm — I seemed no nearer than before to getting a 
driver. I got the gentlematU on whose farm I was out- 
spanned to lend me a driver ; Mr. Egerton acted forelooper, 
and I led Violin and Dandy, and rode Eclipse. 

I had, some days previously, called on Mrs. Hans Felman. 
She received me very kindly ; and she and her husband 
did all they could to help me out of the dilemma I was in. 
Mr. Felman was a Boer from the old colony, his wife a 
Transvaal Boer. They had three children — two girls and 
a boy. Their house, on the outskirts of Pretoria, was 
built after the usual fashion of Boer farmhouses. It stood 
on a large piece of ground, or erf, with fruit and other trees 
round it, and would have been a very pretty house and 
place only that numbers of Kaffirs were allowed to con- 
gregate there, in return for their doing a little work, and 
they kept the whole surroundings of the house in a mess 
with the heads of oxen, a favourite dinner with them, 
partly because it is rather a cheap dish, and partly, I 
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thinks because it gives them plenty of fiddle-faddle work 
to prepare it. I may mention, incidentally, that I have 
seen Kaffirs throw away the brains as nasty, although they 
will eat the intestines with the dung just pressed out ! 
The horns of these numerous heads, old bones, and old 
rags, bestrewed the Felmans' otherwise pretty erf. One 
evening, by moonlight, I happened to walk across it : it 
looked like a charnel-house ! In one corner of the erf, 
the farthest from the farm-house, was a diminutive house 
of one room, measuring about nine feet by seven, but 
with a fireplace. As it was impossible for me to put up 
at any hotel in Pretoria, and desirable that I should have 
some place of abode (for the waggon was too full to 
accommodate me), I arranged to take this eligible domi- 
cile for thirty shillings a month. It was not a very 
inviting-looking residence. It had a small window, closed 
by a shutteri and the door opened directly upon a swampy 
sort of pond. It was a peculiarly damp and low-spirited- 
looking spot ; one where, if you dug a hole for a stake, 
the chances were that a frog would hop out of it, and 
that a series of other reptiles of the same species would 
periodically make their appearance from it, whilst the 
stake would decline to become fixed. The liveliness of 
its general appearance was enhanced by a gap in a neigh- 
bouring quince-hedge having been filled up with the skulls 
of oxen. The fact that this place commanded a rent of 
thirty shillings a month, tells sufficiently plainly that 
house-rent in Pretoria was rather high. Its advantage to 
me was that the Felmans allowed me to bring my waggon 
into their enclosed erf; ako to let my horses graze in it — 
and these were two things of great advantage to me, par- 
ticularly as most audacious stealing goes on in Pretoria. 
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Of course there was no furniture in the room. Mr. 
Egerton and I rigged up a table^ and made seats of pack- 
ing-cases. My bed was made on the floor. Mr. Egerton 
slept outside — and a funny picture it would have made of 
an evening, when Mr. Egerton was cooking our evening 
meal^ whilst I lay on the blankets on the floor, playing 
with the dogs and talking. But coming to Pretoria did 
not seem to bring us any nearer to procuring a driver ; 
neither could I hear of any farm likely to suit me ; so 
at last, in despair, I began looking about for a house in 
Pretoria. 

Houses of five or six rooms sometimes fetched more 
thau that number of hundred pounds ; and I know of one 
nice cottage of five rooms, standing, it is true, in a very 
large and productive garden, which, shortly before the 
war, fetched two thousand five hundred pounds. I did 
not find it easy to get a house to suit my taste and mv 
pocket. At last I heard of one which had a stable 
attached, a thing I was particular about ; and just at the 
same time a gentleman, previously unknown to me, called 
at my funny little abode, and told me that he heard 
that I was in want of a driver, and that he could re- 
commend me a good one, a bastard or half-caste, who 
had served with him while he was the Government trans- 
port officer. I was really delighted. The man came to 
be inspected — a fine-looking man with a good face, and 
who spoke English : his name was Hendrick. I engaged 
him at the wages he had been receiving from his former 
employer, viz., half-a-crown a day. He brought me a 
Hottentot of the name of Hans, who, he said, was a good 
forelooper, and to whom I was obliged to give one-and- 
sixpence a day; and Hans besought me to engage a 
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small Hottentot boy (alpo a Hendrick) who had been left 
to his charge. This I eventually did, at ten shillings a 
month. I was now ready to start, when suddenly I got 
an offer of a very nice farm close to Pretoria, at the rent 
of sixteen pounds a month. There were some law diffi- 
culties in the way of my concluding the bargain — ^the 
lease had been mortgaged. I was in too great a hurry 
to get the waggon out of the village to stop, (for drivers 
and f oreloopers have a pleasing habit of getting drunk 
in Pretoria,) so I arranged that I would take it out a 
day's trek, leave it in Mr Egerton's charge while I rode 
back with Hendrick to settle matters, and then rejoin the 
waggon. 

It was a beautiful moonlight evening towards the end 
of June, when at last, after so many troubles, I started 
for the bush-veldt. I was more than a month later than 
I ought to have been : however, I was glad to be off late 
though it was. We outspanned for the night about 
three miles out of. Pretoria, and I was wakened out of 
my first sleep by a lively riding-party from the towa going 
out to a farm-house near. The next morning early we 
started again, and outspanned for breakfast at Derde- 
poort — a pass through the Magaliesberg — where we were 
almost cut in pieces by the sharp wind which seems to be 
always blowing in this spot. Here I met two men coming 
from Waterberg with waggons loaded up with leather. 
They bought some pipes and some sugar from me, and I 
remember them particularly as having been my first 
customers. We inspanned after breakfast, and a long 
trek brought us, towards evening, to a missionary station, 
where there was a good-sized kraal of Kaffirs, supposed 
to be Christianized. Whatever progress they may have 
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made in Christianity, they had made but little in civiliza- 
tion in general. Their kraal was on a bare slope towards 
a small river. There was little shelter to be got from 
the cold wind — but we had a good supper, and were all 
soon asleep. 

I started the next morning by the light of the setting 
moon for Pretoria. It was bitterly cold, but as long as 
the moon lasted I did not mind so much, for we could 
canter. At last, however, the moon failed us, and, as the 
dawn was yet about half-an-hour off, we had to walk. Just 
before the waning light of the moon failed altogether, I 
had felt my watch-chain, which was tucked inside my 
habit, get loose, and before I had time to put it in again, 
it swung as I cantered, and seemed to catch on some- 
thing. When at last the day broke suflBiciently for me to 
be able to distinguish objects clearly, I found that it had 
broken, and that some keepsakes I had on a ring, through 
which the chain was passed, were lost. I suppose there is 
a lurking superstition in all of us ; anyhow, I confess that 
I could not help feeling that the loss of these trinkets, 
that I had carried with me for years, which had been 
my companions in many vicissitudes, and which, of no 
great value in themselves, were dear to me from the 
memories attached to them, was like a bad omen. 

I reached Pretoria just as the Felmans were going to 
breakfast. I was., perished, and sat by the kitchen-fire 
sipping some hot coffee with great gusto, whilst kind 
Mrs. Felman got me some bacon and eggs, which I 
thoroughly enjoyed. The treaty about the farm fell 
through, and I had only just time to leave word with an 
agent, that he might offer four hundred pounds for the 
house in Pretoria, which I previously mentioned, before 
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I had to start out to the waggon. It was already late in 
the afternoon, but we pushed along sharply, and got to 
our destination about half-past nine, very cold indeed. 

Mr. Egerton had shot a hare and had some hare-soup 
awaiting me, which I, and Hendrick, also enjoyed ; and so 
I was fairly in for my bush- veldt experience, for we were 
to start early next morning, and to get to the outskirts 
of the bush- veldt the day after. 
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CHAPTER XXni. 

Wb made but one trek the next day, and outspanned by 
the Apis river, in a thick and rather pretty bush, near to 
the other waggons — one, the property of a Boer, going 
to Pretoria with a load of planks for sale ; the other, 
belonging I think also to a Boer, but an Anglicized Boer. 
The former gentleman was very fat, and toddled about 
like a barrel on legs (a common thing with ^ the Boers). 
He bought some trifle, I forget what, and told me that 
his wife was dead, and that he had always to take his 
little boy about with him. The said boy was a shy 
bright-eyed child, with a strongly developed taste for 
sweets, in which his fond parent somewhat sparingly 
indulged him ; whilst I, prompted thereto by his mother- 
less condition, indulged him freely. The other people 
outspanned at this place also came to the waggon 
and bought something; but I remember them chiefly 
because, later in the evening, a spanking pair of horses 
in a spider, brought the sheriflf from Pretoria to serve a 
writ on them. 

The night was very dark, and I was almost startled as 
we sat round our camp-fire to see an individual suddenly 
illuminated by its ruddy light, who asked in English 
(and Hibernian English too) where was the nearest water. 
He and his companions, he told us, were old Australian 

R 
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gold-diggers — they were going to Zoutpansberg, gold 
prospecting ; they were travelling alone^ except for their 
donkeys, and none of them could speak Datch or Elaffir. 
I sent one of my boys to show the way to the water, and 
afterwards this man sat and talked for a while, and had a 
cup of coffee. 

Early in the morning we inspanned. We had to make 
a long trek that day to get as far as the Eland river for 
the evening outspann. Our gold-digging acquaintances 
were just putting the packs on their donkeys; they were 
going a different road from us. I was looking at the 
way that one of their packs was padded, so as to avoid 
any chance of the animaFs back being hurt by itj when 
Mr. Egerton uttered an exclamation of delight, caused by 
his having discovered two birds, and, jumping off Dandy, 
he threw the reins to me, and before I had time to 
gather up the assembled reins of Eclipse and the two led 
horses, he fired, quite close to them« I certainly was 
greatly gratified at the manner they all stood fire^ but^ 
whether it was owing to his finding a report close to his 
ears disagreeable or not, I cannot say, but, after that 
Dandy never would stand still when his rider dismounted 
to fire, but would instantly trot away with his head well 
in the air to prevent his tripping over the bridle, and 
refuse to be caught. He had a comical way of looking 
behind him to see the exact time when he must quicken 
his pace so as to avoid being caught ; and many a time 
after that, was poor Mr. Egerton^s temper tried by Dandy^s 
antics and my amusement thereat. After this we slightly 
lost our way, but coming to a farm-house, were directed 
rightly, and crossing the Pinaar's river, on a very rickety 
bridge, we outspanned for breakfast. The bridge was 
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made of logs and sods, and the Pinaar's river was only a 
small affair then, bat, as I afterwards saw, coald become 
a tremendous torrent in an hour. 

When we started again we were fairly in the bush- 
veldt, and very uninteresting bush-veldt it was. Thick 
bush was on either side of our narrow road, but there 
was no fine timber ; and as all the trees were thorn-trees, 
the effect was infinitely • monotonous. There was no 
game of any sort to be seen; once we heard a sound 
of an axe, and going in search of its proprietor, found a 
young Boer cutting firewood, with his horse browsing 
beside him. Of course he looked a little surprised at 
seeing a lady, and asked who we were, and was farther 
a little surprised at hearing that I was a '' Smouse/' 
He told us that there were a lot of traders on in front, 
and that trade in the bush-veldt was slack. 

We reached the Eland river about an hour after noon, 
much in advance of the waggon, and off-saddled. Mr. 
Egerton took his gun and went off ; I lay down to watch 
the horses browsing, and to look at the view, there being 
nothing else to do. A long line of tall reeds marked the 
course of the river between high banks. The ground 
was clear of trees for about a hundred yards on the side 
where I was sitting, but on the other for much farther. 
On my side the ground soon began to undulate, but on 
the other the hills were a long way off. Sheltered 
amongst the scrubby trees on my side, and about a 
hundred and fifty yards off from where I lay, were tents 
of Boers, stationed there with their flocks and herds. 
The grass was very dry, and near where I lay it was 
much eaten off, it being the usual place for outspanning, 
being near to a drift, where the cattle could easily go 
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down to water. After I had had two or three half-dozes, 
and had watched a large flock of sheep being driven 
towards the tents by a Kaffir^ and when the san was 
getting low, I saw the waggon emerging from the bosh. 
This meant dinner, whereat my soul rejoiced. 

The next morning early, I made up my mind to ride 
over to the tents and inform their occupants that I was a 
'' Smouse/' I did not particularly enjoy the prospect of 
doing this, for novelty is not always charming, though it 
certainly was something quite new to me. 

Moustache and Boughy of course announced my ap- 
proach by a little skirmish with some of the Boers' dogs. 
Boers are not very demonstrative : they generally stand 
in a stolid manner near the tent, and say good-day in an 
equally stolid manner, although they may be really dying 
of inquisitiveness about a stranger. The individuals in 
the first tent I went to did this exactly, and when I told 
them that I was a " Smouse,'' and asked if they wanted 
anything, they said " No,'' in a manner so completely 
exhaustive, that I felt it would be useless to attempt 
conversation, so I rode on to the farther tent. Here I 
found two women and several children. Both the women 
were big, strapping, peasant-like women. They asked 
me into the tent. The men of the family, they told me, 
were in Pretoria, and they expected them out next day. 
They gave me coffee, asked numbers of questions as to 
what had brought me out to this country ; whether I was 
married ; whether I had any children with me ; whether I 
had ever had any children ; who the white man with me 
was ; and a great many others of a similar nature. They 
said they would come to the waggon and buy, and they 
displayed all that they had to display, namely, their little 
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children and their pets — ^two little night-apes : funny 
small beasts^ all farry and soft^ and with such big eyes 
and ears^ and such long tails^ that they remain on your 
mind as having eyes^ ears, and tails, and nothing else. 
The night-apes are very agile, and the Boers are fond of 
them as pets ; the orthodox way of displaying them to 
admiring friends being, to swing them about by a piece 
of string attached to a collar round the smaU beast's 
neck. The Boers say the animal has no objection to the 
proceeding— in fact, rather likes it— but perhaps they 
may be in error. The springs the little ape makes, whilst 
undergoing the process, are very surprising, considering 
that it has nothing to spring from. 

I was very glad to perceive that I could make myself 
fairly understood by these women, and could understand 
them fairly. I was not only anxious to be able to do so 
because it was necessary for my success in trading, but 
also because I was desirous of knowing something of the 
people. Up to the time of which I am now writing, my 
knowledge of the Boers was small. I had seen numbers 
of them, and had even been kindly received at their 
houses, but our conversation had been necessarily very 
limited. I had been able to observe that most of them 
are dirty and untidy — even the relations of the famous 
Paul Kriiger, living in a state of dirt and disorder, that 
reminds one of an Irish hovel; while at the same time, I 
had heard many accounts of their absurd ignorance— of 
how they believed the earth to be flat, and that the 
sun and stars were made expressly as lamps for our 
benefit, &c. ; and I had been amused to learn that Paul 
Kriiger had privately expressed his opinion, that the 
footman of his noble English host was both a better 
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dressed and better mannered man than his master I 
Horrible tales had also been told to me of the brutality 
this Paul Kriiger and others were capable of, when left 
to themselves, by men who had, in the olden time, served 
under or with them against the E[affirs : of how they had 
taken little babies, too young to be easily reared, away 
from their mothers, who had perhaps been slaughtered, 
and had thrown them all into a heap in a kraal, and, 
covering them with dry grass and bushes, had set fire to 
it ; of how they had shot nursing mothers in cold blood, 
and let them Unger in misery for days, if the shot had 
not proved immediately fatal ; of how children had been 
dragged from their mothers^ arms and taken away as 
slaves, the mothers being shot if they ventured to run 
after the oapturers, and annoy them by their despairing 
wailing. I had heard that the Boers were a treacherous, 
lying, hypocritical people, with all the faults but with 
none of the virtues supposed to belong to rough peasants; 
and I had even spoken to a Boer who, a very few years 
ago, dragged a Yjb&t to death tied to his horse. I thought 
1 would now begin to learn a little of them from my own 
observation. 

I had not long returned to the waggon, and I was 
sitting on the grass, when the two women came up. 
They sat down by my side, and asked me if I had some 
cotton of a particular size. I said I would look. Then 
they asked if I would take eggs in exchange. Having 
expressed my willingness to do so, they asked if I had J 

needles of a particular size ; and I said once more that I 
would look. Mr. Egerton had to do the looking, by-the- ^ 

way, and did not much enjoy it ; my department was the ( 

talking business I My customers now expressed their \ 



A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 247 

desire to see some '' kommekies *' (be it understood that 
a *' kommeky '^ is a small bowl used by the Boers instead 
of a cup — handles being inconveniently given to breaking 
on trek) ; I said I had, and then they asked what was 
their price. I named it, but my visitors threw up their 
eyes in horror. " Oh ! '' they said, '^ that is more than 
we give in Pretoria.^' I ventured to remark that the 
bush-veldt was not Pretoria. Then they asked what 
would I give for eggs. I said a shilling a dozen. Once 
more they were seized with surprise and horror; they had 
never heard of such a low price ; all traders gave more. 
But I was obdurate. How those women did haggle over 
a penny more or less in the price of a few *' kommekies '' 
and a few eggs ; the penny having to be subtracted in 
the former and added in the latter case. At last, to get 
rid of them, I let them have the coveted little bowls at 
almost cost price, and got the eggs at my own. But my 
customers were aggrieved — they rose to depart, and, as 
they wished me farewell, the elder woman patted her 
pocket fondly. 

'^ Ah ! '' she said, addressing her companion, '' I have 
plenty of money in it — I wanted to buy — but the woman 
gives so little for eggs, and her things are so dear ! *' 

Mr. Egerton and Hendrick were indignant, and I made 
them worse by laughing at them ; but the best of the 
joke we had to find out afterwards — ^half of the eggs were 
addled ! 

Not long after this, two Boers, father and son ap- 
parently, rode up to the waggon and dismounted. The 
father held his hand out to me across the disselboom, 
evidently expecting me to get up to take it, but I was 
too comfortable lying down. 
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" I can't reach so far/' said I. 

^' No more can I/' quoth he. '' Have yon any boots ? ^' 

'' Yes/' 

'' What is their price ? '^ 

'' Eighteen shillings." 

" You must not tell lies/' remarked my risitor. 

I assured him I was adhering strictly to truth ; upon 
which he said I might show him the boots ; but they 
were not strong enough for his fancy ; and he and his 
son rode on to another trader, who was, I heard, 
stationed not far off. 

Then Mr. Egerton's wrath against the rudeness of 
Boers in general, and of this Boer in particular, burst 
forth, regardless of my endeavours to point out to him, 
that, as friends and relations, in Boer-land, constantly 
recommend each other (in a friendly spirit) not to lie, 
the expression was doubtless only a playful allusion to 
the fact, that traders are in the habit of making as good 
bargains as they can. 

Soon after we inspanned, and Mr. Egerton and I 
riding on in front, we presently came upon the encamp- 
ment of the trader we had heard of. He was stationary 
there for a time, and had set himself up very comfortably. 
After a few words we rode on, following the right bank 
of the Eland river, towards its junction with the Elephant 
river. The bush was thick, and the banks were so steep, 
that although we were close to the river the whole time, 
we were not aware of it; and here I may remark that it 
requires to get one's eye accustomed to the bush-veldt 
before one can discover where the course of a river 
or the source of a spring lies, and also where a Boer 
encampment lies, for the Boers draw up their waggons 
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and pitch their tents often in the midst of thick bush ; 
and a tradei^s eye must often be as practised as a 
hunter's, to see the little white speck they present 
amongst the green foliage. 

Mr. Egerton and I overshot many at our first outset, 
giving Hendrick a laugh at our want of experience when 
he came up with the waggon. 

The next day brought us to a Kaffir kraal. The river 
ran between it and us, but I halted the waggon, and sent 
Hendrick over on Dandy to ask if I could get mealeas 
for the horses, and whether the Kaffirs would care to 
buy. He soon returned, escorted by a troop of whooping 
and yelling children, all nearly, and many quite, naked, 
who evidently looked upon the arrival of a ^' Smouse '' as 
a delightful interruption to the monotony of their ex- 
istence. They were closely followed by numbers of men 
and women : the former dressed in every variety of attire, 
from a worn-out European suit to a strip of rag round 
the loins ; the latter wearing girdles of leather, fringed, 
and more or less ornamented with beads or brass buttons 
round their waists, without any other covering in the 
case of their being young girls; the married women had 
in addition skins thrown round their shoulders or passed 
under one arm and fastened over the opposite shoulder. 
Many carried baskets containing mealeas, pumpkins, &c., 
on their heads, and babies in their arms. 

This motley crowd of men, women, and children, literally 
besieged the waggon, chattering and screaming like so 
many monkeys, and clambering up on the wheels, and 
jumping backwards and forwards across the disselboom 
in an ape-like manner. As their excitement abated, and 
as they fell into groups, the coitp A^odl was effective — 
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the women^ in their quaint costnmes^ and with their arms 
and legs decorated with beads and bangles^ being the 
leading feature in it. Many of the men spoke Dntch^ 
but none of the women could speak that language^ so 
that I lost the fun of hearing their observations. One 
of the women was very graceful 'and pretty, with a turn 
of the head and neck that reminded me of the hunting 
Diana in the Vatican. She was quite conscious of my 
admiring glances, and took advantage of the knowledge 
they conveyed to her, to wheedle me into buying a pump- 
kin at a preposterous price. 

I never saw so grotesque a caricature as these Kaffirs 
presented, of scenes I have observed at Swan and Edgar^s, 
and Howell and James's. Some absurd-looking savage 
in a blanket, would ask to see a shirt, or a coat, or a pair 
of trousers, or perhaps a hat. The assembled multitude 
would become all attention. He would be turned round 
and round, the critics would fall back a pace or two, and 
look at him with deep thoughtfulness, while he watched 
their faces anxiously : no, there was a bulge in the back 1 
or the brim was a little too narrow — ^he must try another. 
Or perhaps when the critics were satisfied, the purchaser 
would screw himself round, and gazing down his own 
back^ say, '' Don't you think it would be better if it were 
a little more this or a little less that ? " and his friends 
would discuss the matter, gravely walking round him 
with their heads on one side, until it was settled to 
general satisfaction. The trying on of boots was very 
fine — the would-be purchaser ofben having very little on 
him except the boots. After pulling them on, he would 
promenade backwards and forwards in them, trying 
how they felt. When the purchase, whatever it might be, 
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was concluded, the parcliaser frequently celebrated the 
event by a " break-down," amid universal applause. I 
stayed at this amusing place until the next morning, and 
then continued my route along the Eland river. 

We passed several Boer encampments, the tents being 
pitched a little away from the path, and close to the river. 
I rode over to them to ask if their inhabitants wished to 
buy anything, but none of them ^ did. They were very 
civil to me, however. One gaunt old lady, at whose tent 
I dismounted and had some coffee, was much interested 
in politics, as well as in all my private concerns ; and 
farther wished to induce me to buy an ox at an exorbitant 
price, 

"Why,'' said I, "you are asking war prices; no one 
will give you ten pounds for an unsalted ox in peace 
times." 

" Ah," said she cheerfully, *' we all mean to keep onr 
oxen until the Kaffirs break out again : they are sure to 
break out— quite sure." 

We outspanned for breakfast near the encampment of 
an old infirm Boer of the name of Prinsloo, who had a 
very jolly-looking wife. Prinsloo himself looked like a 
gentleman, and they seemed nice people in their way. 
They came over to the waggon, after I had paid them 
a visit in their tent, and bought a bottle of brandy from 
my private store ; for I had none for purposes of sale. 

It was near this place, but I forget exactly where, 
that two waggons laden with planks from the wood- 
bush came along while we were outspanned. With them 
was a tall young Boer, who evidently had a very good 
opinion of himself, and thought it the correct thing to 
swear most villainously in all the English he knew. This 
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prepossessing specimen of young Boerdom halted his 
waggons, and, swaggering up to Mr. Egerton, asked him 
his name ; then whether he was the owner of the waggon. 

Mr. Egerton pointed to me, upon which my friend 
swaggered over to where I was sitting on the grass, and 
proceeded to survey me as if I were a curious animal of 
some unknown kind. Then he said, — 

*' So, you are a Smoi^se, are you ? Well, you will howl.*' 

(N.B. The same word "heul'' is used in Dutch for 
either crying or howling) 

'' Indeed,'' said I. 

" I want some brandy,'' said he. 

"I'm sorry for that," said I; " because I can't give 
you any." 

This disconcerted him, and he called to his oxen, and 
departed, swearing at them in English as long as he 
was within hearing. 

For the next few days nothing remarkable occurred. 
We passed several encampments and one trader — and 
once I was most agreeably surprised by finding Mrs. 
Farquarson in a tent instead of a Dutch woman. Her 
husband was surveying neighbouring farms, and she, 
with her baby, was enjoying the free bush-veldt life as 
a change from Pretoria, I kept along the Eland river 
still, but I found that trade was bad, a great many 
traders being just in front of me ; and so I determined to 
change my route, and turned across, past Schildpots- 
fontein, towards Waterberg. 

Schildpotsfontein is a very muddy fountain in the 
midst of a large Kaffir kraal or town. The chief is 
named Andreas Mayepee (I spell as the name would be 
pronounced in English), and the principal feature of the 
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place is sand. I never saw sach a sandy place ; you 
waded through sand wherever you went, you were in con- 
stant danger of getting your waggon stuck fast in the 
sand, and had to pilot it in its course to the outspanning 
place, as carefully as if it were a ship amongst shoals. If 
there was a breath of wind you were choked with sand ; 
but, although not otherwise an inviting place, it re- 
commended itself to me by its inhabitants doing a good 
trade with me, although another trader came there a few 
hours after I did, and also did a good trade. The chief 
was but a poor specimen of a chief, and kept a general 
store. His subjects paid him scant respect, and said his 
store had not much in it, and what little there was, was 
dear. The Kaffirs here were not half so amusing as 
those at the Eland river, although laughable enough. 
There were Kaffirs in European dress, and Kaffirs in 
blankets, and Kaffirs in shirts. I don't remember any 
naked Kaffirs here, and the women, girls, and children, 
were attired, or not attired, like those at the Eland river. 
The men mostly spoke Dutch, but the women only Kaffir, or 
rather ** Makatees ;'' for there are many Kaffir languages. 
I may here remark that the Makatees' language is a very 
unpleasing Kaffir •dialect, and that the Makatees people 
are, by universal admission, a very nasty Kaffir people. 

I remained here several days, and then went on a short 
distance to a Missionary station. Here the women and 
girls wore European dress, and many of even the little 
children were clothed. I thiok it was here that I was 
amused to hear Mr. Egerton trpng to convert a Kaffir to 
republican principles. The fellow admitted that Andreas 
Mayepee was, so far as he knew, of no particular use, and 
yet that all his subjects had to pay him tribute ; but there 
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he stuck fast. " One must have a chief — some chief — 
we couldn't get on without a chief,'* he said ; and farther 
than that he could not be got by any arguments. 

We had a long trek without water between this place 
and the next water at MaruUo-kop, or MaruUo-hill, so- 
called from a picturesque hill crowned by a large marullo 
tree near the spring of water. Oxen do not care to 
drink late at night, or early in the morning, so, as one is 
obliged to outspann once between the Missionary station 
and MaruUo-kop, we started late, in order to outspann 
after dark. The trader I mentioned before (Mr. N.) treked 
along with us. I left Roughy in the waggon, for he was 
rather footsore, and Mr. Egerton and I rode on ; but to 
my dismay, when the waggons came up, I heard that the 
poor little dog had jumped out, and run after me as the 
boys supposed — but in fact had lost himself. It was 
pitch dark, but I hoped he might find his way to the 
camp-fire. Morning, however, came, and no Roughy. T 
could not keep the waggon waiting, for there was no 
water for the oxen, and it was useless to ride back to the 
kraal, as, even if I had found him there, he was too 
heavy to carry far on the horse, and too bad a runner to 
run after me, so I regi'etfully had to leave him to his fate, 
and go on. 

We saw several spring-bucks as we rode along, but 
none near enough to allow of Mr. Egerton trying his 
skill as a marksman ; and early in the day we got to 
* MaruUo-kop. The little precipitous hill rises suddenly 
from the flat thickly-wooded plain, and the spring 
of water makes a very little lake at its foot. Tucked in 
among the trees were some Boer tents ; saddles, skins, 
and dried quagga flesh were hanging on the trees close 
to them, and various implements, strewed around, showed 
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that one at least of their occupants carried on the trade 
of a blacksmith and a mender of waggons. 

This indiyidaal came to greet ns^ as Mr. N.^ Mr. 
Egerton, and I rode np. He was a fine, sturdy-looking 
fellow, with an open smile and a yellow beard. After 
greeting him, I led my horse to where I wished the wag- 
gon to outspann, off-saddled, and sat down, while Mr. 
Egerton departed with his gun. Presently the pleasant- 
looking Boer came over from his tent with a glass of 
wine in his hand, and accompanied by Mr. N. He said, 
that, at home, he would have offered me something 
better, but here in the bush-veldt he had nothing else to 
offer. I thought more of this attention afterwards, when 
I learned from himself and others that he was a leader 
amongst the malcontents. His name was Barend Engles- 
berg. I went with him to his tent, and was introduced 
to his wife, an enormously fat woman, with a very merry 
face, also to his daughter-in-law, Liza, and to several 
other women and girls — relations of his. 

The waggons soon came up, the goods were spread out, 
and a great deal of bargaining ensued ; also a great pull- 
ing about of goods, during which we had to keep our eyes 
about us ; for it is a well-known thing amongst traders 
that Dutch women and girls are very light-fingered. 

Barend Englesberg told me there were numbers of 
wild quaggas about, but that they were shy and difficult 
to get close to. He also told me that there were several 
lions, and that they often came down to the water at 
night. Ho evidently wished to frighten me. In the 
evening he even took the trouble to send me over word 
that he had heard a distant roar, and that I had better 
be on my guard; but that was all I heard of a lion 
during my stay. 
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On leaving this plaee Mr. N. and I parted company — 
he taking one road into Waterberg, and I another. My 
road led through thick bash until we crossed a chain of 
hills and descended into a wide valley, intersected by 
the " Nilstrom," or Nile river, and saw, in front of us, the 
magnificent, solitary, and precipitous hill, called " Kranz- 
kop /' whilst, across the valley, the view was bounded by 
the range of the Waterberg hills (for they cannot be 
called mountains). 

We outspanned for dinner near to a Kaffir house in the 
valley, whence a woman came with a cup of cofiee for me, 
and told me, she had seen me while I was with the 
Jennings. She had relations living on their place, and 
had been there on a visit. She was dressed in European 
costume, and talked Dutch. She told me she belonged 
to the Mission station, which I could see tucked away in 
a fold of a hill just opposite, where she informed me I 
should find a very nice lady, the wife of a German Mis- 
sionary, who had passed me oa his way to Andreas 
Mayepee's while I was outspanned at Marullo-kop. She 
said also that I should do a good trade, not only at the 
Mission-station, but at the Kaffir kraals round Kranz-kop. 

It was sunset as we rode up to the pretty little Water- 
berg Mission-station, which will ever remain impressed 
on my memory, with its little cluster of white huts, its 
mealea gardens, its rambling parsonage, shaded by blue 
gum-trees, and its little church with a tiny spire, all 
nestled in amongst the hills — as the prettiest although 
not the most striking picture I have seen in the Transvaal 
— a picture that was sadly pleasant, as reminding one of 
home. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

The next morning I went to pay a visit to Mrs. B , 

who received me most kindly. The whole house spoke of 
true homely comfort ; the face of the mistress of it beamed 
comfort at you, although she was still crippled from the 
effects of the fever which had desoUted Waterberg that 
summer, and which had made her desolate by the loss of 
her baby ; but she had many older children, and they 
looked as if they had just stepped out of a German 
'^ Randzeichnung,'* or of RetzscVs etchings to the " Lied 
von der Glocke.*' There was something wonderfully 
refreshing and wholesome about the whole establishment, 
and the Kaffirs in this place were certainly the best I 
came across — mainly, I fancy, from the good influence of 

Mr. B and his wife, of whom I heard a high character 

from every one, and of whom I can only say that it is a 
sad pity there are not more missionaries like them. 

Their flock were certainly fond of them ; but Mrs. B , 

and afterwards Mr. B , told me that the Kaffirs were 

very disobedient, lazy, deceitful, selfish, and grasping in 
their dealings, even with them ; and that many whom 
they had helped at great personal inconvenience at the 
time of the fever epidemic, had afterwards refused to 
assist them in putting their land in order, even for pay. 

8 
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They never varied in their kindness^ however, towards 
these people, although they were firm with them. This 
was the character I heard of them from their neighbours 
among the Boers, and my own observation certainly 
tallied with it. 

On returning from my visit I found Mr. Egerton and 
Hendrick doing a roaring trade ; and this was kept up 
for the whole day, and for some succeeding days, Kaffirs 
coming in from the neighbourhood to buy. Some of these 
were '^ Knopnase,'' perfect savages, with tassels of fur 
tied on to their woolly heads, and a girdle, with a fringe 
of wild cats' tails, as their only garment. We spent Sun- 
day here. The service in the church was conducted in 
the Makatees' language, and some of the girls and young 
men came out very smart. After a few days we moved 
down the valley, trading at various Kaffir kraals and 
Boer farms (for now we were out of the bush-veldt), then 
crossed the Nile river, and traded amongst the wild 
Kranz-kop Kaffirs, until I had no more Kaffir goods left. 
I remember being greatly amused one evening, at the 
astonishment and delight caused by my appearance on 
horseback amongst some girls and women we met on their 
way to a kraal. They clapped their hands and danced 
about the horses (I was leading Violin), crying out, ^' Oh, 
the missus I the pretty missus on the horse \ ^' And when 
I broke into a canter, their screams of delight, as they ran 
after me, made me laugh so much, that I had to interrupt 
the performance, and return to a walk. 

Having got rid of all my Kaffir goods, I thought I 
would try to get rid of a few more of my Boer goods 
before returning to replenish my stock at Pretoria. I 
therefore passed through the mission station again, and 
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followed the course of the river towards Makapans-poort, 
thus once more getting into the bush-veldt. 

At one of my outspanns I came across a man who 
lived near Noitgedacht. I was riding Eclipse and lead- 
ing Violin, and Mr. Bgerton was on Dandy, when we 
rode up to his encampment. He asked me if I would 
sell Eclipse ; and on my saying that I would not part with 
him, asked me if the other horses were for sale. I said 
he could have the pony for thirty, the colt for eighteen 
pounds — that the pony was salted. He said I asked a 
dreadful price; but later on, after he and some other 
Boers had done a little trade with me, he said a friend of 
his, De Clerc, wanted Violin. There was a deal of bar- 
gaining, for he wanted me to exchange him for two 
oxen, and at last we struck a bargain. I was to have the 
oxen and some money to boot; but in the morning he 
changed his mind — he would have Dandy instead. I 
insisted upon having the full sum in cash for Dandy, and 
this was a sore point. It turned out that it was not 
De Clerc who was buying the horse ; he was buying him 
for his son-in-law, Willem de Plessis. He tried every 
way to get me to lower the price ; but I was really sorry 
to part with the pony, and I stuck out. They had him 
up, and asked me if he would stand fire, upon which I 
told them he always trotted away when his rider dis- 
mounted to fire ; so young De Plessis tried him, and found 
my statement to be correct; but he still wanted the pony. 
At last the money-bag was pulled out, and the counting 
out began. He got up as far as twenty-eight pounds, 
then his courage failed him. He asked— could I not take 
twenty-eight pounds ? I said I could not. He said it 
was all he had got. I said that was all /ight, then ; I 

s 2 
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should keep the pony. He got up from the disselboom^ 
on which he had been sitting alongside of me, and going 
to another Boer who was standing a little way off, 
brought the two sovereigns, and gave them to me. 

" Give him the pony," said I to Hendrick. '' Take off 
the saddle and bridle." 

'' Oh, but you will include them in the price," said he ; 
but I shook my head. '' Then you will let me have the 
stable head-stall f " 

" No, not unless you pay for it." 

*' But the knee-band you will give in ? " 

[It is the fashion in Africa to spancel a horse by 
tying its head to one of its legs, and a knee-band is often 
used to prevent the leg from being frayed by tying the 
reim round it.] , 

" No," I said ; " not unless you buy it." 

''You will, at least, let me have the reim ? " 

I let him have that. It was worth about sixpence. 
He looked at the gold lovingly as I put it into my bag. 

''You will give me a written guarantee that he is 
salted ? " he said ruefully. '' It is a terrible lot of 
money." 

'' No, I won't," said I. 

'' Then, at least," said De Clerc cheerfully, " you will 
sell us a bottle of your brandy ? " 

'' Yes, if you will pay me ten shillings ;" and they did 
so, and departed rejoicing. 

I did not go much farther along the river, for I met 
Mr. N " , who told me that there was no trade to be 
done with the Boers farther up ; and, as I said before, my 
Kaffir goods were exhausted. My last outspann, before I 
turned back^ was close to the encampment of an old 
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woman of the name of Nell, related to the De Clercs and 
Engelsbergs in some inextricable manner^ as is often the 
case with Boer relationships. This is natural, when it is 
the custom for people of both sexes to marry so often 
as they do in Boer-land, for each succeeding wife to 
call her actual husband^s mother " ma/' her former hus- 
band's or husbands' mother " ma/' and her husband's 
former wives' mothers " ma." The husbands observe the 
same rule^ one that includes the various fathers as well, 
who are called "pa" by a variety of people hardly 
related to them according to our ideas. The relationships 
become still more bewilderingly intricate, when one con- 
siders that the " pa " and " ma " may marry half-a-dozen 
times themselves, and may thus multiply their children's 
fathers or mothers, and grandfathers, and grandmothers 
to an appalling extent. I once made, or at least attempted, 
a calculation of the number of grandmothers a Boer might 
have, but I felt that to grapple with the subject was to 
court insanity, and so desisted. 

The old Mrs. Nell had had several husbands, and it 
was an endeavour on her part to make me understand 
how a certain individual I knew was related to her, 
through his being related to some relation of a former 
wife of one of these husbands, that started me off on the 
above-mentioned calculation. She was an old woman 
who wished to do business, and evidently thought me 
very verdant — as I was in those days — still her expecta- 
tions were beyond my merits, for when she wished me 
to purchase an old and rather vicious bull, and explained 
to me that all I had to do to get him to walk along with 
my waggon was also to buy a cow or two — I respectfully 
declined. A grandson of hers was a boy, with a sharp 
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turn for business^ which I sappose he had inherited from 
her. I had boaght a yoong falcon and a pair of turtle- 
doves at the mission station^ and I conclade the fame of 
that purchase had reached this young gentleman's ears. 
On riding up to old Mrs. Nell's tent I remarked a sort 
of magpie tied to the stump of a tree close by. In the 
course of conversation Mrs. Nell directed my attention to 
itj and said her grandson had caught it. I said it was an 
amusing pet ; and she said that it was so indeed. Some 
little time after she hinted that perhaps if I liked to have 
it her grandson might be induced to part with it^ but I 
took little notice of the remark. Later on she came with 
the grandson and the magpie to my waggon. I admired 
the bird^ to please the boy as I thought^ but was rather 
amused when he suggested that I should give him a 
bottle of sweets for it. I assured him that if I had the 
misfortune to own the bird, I would give him a bottle of 
sweets to take it away. This disconcerted him^ and I 
heard him whisper to his grandmother, '^ If the aunt '' 
[Little Boers call all women '' aunt *'] *' won't buy it, 
what shall I do with it ? " He then returned to the 
charge, and at last came down to begging me to give 
him threepence for the bird. Finding that I would not 
give him anything, he walked off looking very sulky, 
carrying the poor bird ; and I heard afterwards from Mr. 

N (who was at Mrs. Nell's tent when he returned) 

that he said it was a horrid shame of the aunt not to 
buy the bird when he had caught it expressly to sell 
to her — and forthwith proceeded to wring its neck. On 
my way back I traded two cows, which I sold afterwards 
at a gain, but otherwise trade was very slack. 

Mr. N picked me up on horseback, as I was riding 
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in front of the waggon on my way from the missionary 
station back to Marullo-kop. His waggon was on in 
front, and shortly after we caught sight of a large herd 
of wilde-beests, and chased them. It was a magnificent 
sight to see them bounding through the bush, with their 
tails flying, the bulls tossing their long black manes. 
They do not look like animals of the antelope species 
when thus seen. 

Mr. N had no gun with him, greatly to his regret 

and my delight. He raced after them farther than I did, 
and we parted company in consequence. I then remarked 
how very easy it would be to lose oneself in the bush. 
In the excitement I had not remarked which way I 
was turning. I only knew that I had left the road to my 
left when I darted into the bush ; and when I found 
myself alone (having pulled up owing to Eclipse 
putting his foot in a hole) , I should not have had any 
idea of where I was had it not been that the line of hills 
I had just crossed, with the top of Kranz-kop looking 
over them, gave me my direction. When I got to 

Marullo-kop I found Mr. N already there, and he 

and Barend Engelsberg had made up their minds that if 
I did not soon arrive, they would set out to look for me, 
as they said lions had been seen close to where he and 
I parted company. For the truth of this statement 

I should be sorry to vouch, although Mr. N 

believed it. 

The Engelsbergs gave me a hearty welcome, and Liza 
felt that her acquaintance with me had developed suffi- 
ciently, to allow of her asking me to lend her some money, 

to buy jam from Mr. N . I suggested that as there 

was no knowing when we might meet again the trans- 
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action was likely to be a losing one to me; bat she cheer- 
fully answered that I should no doubt come again that 
way^ and then she would see me. 

A little Engelsberg, of about twelve, with a very 
innocent face^ also distinguished herself by taking Mr. 
Egerton in. She came up to me as I was walking away 
from the waggon^ and asked me if Mr. Egerton might get 
her an article which cost two shillings. She knew the 
price, for she had asked it before ; so I said '' Yes/' She 
then went to the waggon, and on Mr. Egerton handing 
her the article she tendered one shilling, telling him that 
she had just asked me if she could not have the thing for 
a shilling, and that I had said '* Yes.'' Mr. Egerton 
having seen her speak to me, believed her, and she took 
her purchase away, no doubt much pleased with her 
adroitness. 

Mr. N and I came into Andreas Mayepee's kraal 

together, and found there another trader, a very jolly 
young fellow, who spent the evening by my camp-fire, 
teUing stories of hunting adventures and smuggling 
adventures in which he had been engaged. My driver, 
Hendrick, had served the firm to which he belonged for 

a long time, and Mr. S , the young trader, gave me 

a very high character of him, and told me one of his 
great recommendations was that he could be trusted to 
go trading alone with a waggon amongst the Kaffirs. 

I inquired here about my little dog, but all I could 
hear, was that he had been seen some days after I left. 
I felt pretty sure that he was hidden away in some Kaffir 
hut ; for Kaffirs have a great fancy for pretty little dogs. 

We three traders parted company the next day, and 
I took my course once more towards the Eland river. 
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That evening I rode over to a Boer encampment to ask 
if I might outspann near it for the night. The owner, 
a fine-looking man, who was just putting his sheep 
in the kraal, answered courteously in the affirmative, 
and, after I had ridden back to the waggon and told Hen- 
drick where to outspann, I cantered once more towards 
the tents, with a view to paying a visit to their occupants, 
when I suddenly saw a little black and white dog stand- 
ing looking at me and flourishing his tail in a most 
surprising way. It was my Eoughy I I jumped oflf the 
horse and caught the small beast up. He screamed 
with delight as he cuddled up to me, then suddenly leapt 
down and performed a frantic dance round me, letting 
ofl" such a volley of little barks that I thought he would 
have choked, whilst the Boer family looked on in high 
satisfaction. It seems that, some time before, the poor 
little thing had come across the river to their tent, thin 
and so footsore that he could go no farther, and they had 
taken him in and cared for him, and had refused to sell 
him once, because they wanted to find his true owner. 
The name of these good Samaritans was Briet. Very 
nice people they were, clean and tidy in all their arrange- 
ments, and keeping their little adopted child (a rosy 
urchin of four, with laughing black eyes) as neat and 
fresh as any English child could be — very unlike the 
generality of Boers, whose children are filthy. 

I stayed there the whole of the next day. They told 
me that, owing to the want of rain causing the grass to 
be dry, their sheep and young lambs were dying. Just 
across the river were the broad lands of an enormously 
rich Boer, a man who counts his cattle by thousands, as 
also his sheep, who has numbers of large farms, and 
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plenty of money in hard cash besides. B[is name is 
Erasmus^ and he is know in Boerdom as the ^^ rich Eras- 
mus," Now it so happened that, some time before, the 
grass on the other side of the river had caught fire, and 
he had sent to ask the Briets to help him in putting it 
out. They had done so, toiling all through the night with 
might and main. The burnt grass had now shot forth 
sweet green leaves, such as sheep delight in, and the 
Briets asked if they might hire a run for their starving 
flock — but were refused it by the old miser ! I heard 
that this enormously rich man refuses himself sugar in 
his coffee, and wears his coats until they almost fall into 
rags. 

There were some pretty young girls, relations of the 
Briets, in a tent close by. When I was starting the 
next day, one of them in a pretty coaxing way asked 
me to make her a present as a remembrance of me. She 
was too pretty and too young to rebuff, so I said I 
would give her something^ I forget what. 

"No/' she said, holding my hand, "you must let me 
choose my own present.'^ 

For the same somewhat unreasonable reason as before, 
I said she should do so, when judge of my astonishment 
as she tried to draw a valuable ring off my finger, saying 
" You shall give me this ! '' 

" No,'' I said, " I can't give you that." 

'^ Oh, but I don't want anything else," she answered ; 
and she looked very much disappointed when I explained 
to her that the ring was a keepsake, and under no cir- 
cumstances could be removed from my finger. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

Nothing worth relating occarred on my road to Pretoria. 
When close to the town, I rode to a house built close to 
the road, and situated on a farm where there was very good 
grazing, to ask whether I might outspann the waggon, 
and let the oxen feed there, while I was in Pretoria. It 
turned out that the farm had been lately leased by an 
Irishman, who had served in the volunteers along with 
Mr. Egerton, and who now was trying his hand at a 
Kaffir store and a suburban hotel, together with farming. 
He asked me in, and I stayed for some days at his hotel, 
riding into Pretoria to do my business, and was much 
amused at his efforts at keeping his house, and a partner 
he had, in order. It was a decidedly bachelor^s esta- 
blishment, but was also decidedly preferable to any hotel 
in Pretoria; and my host did all he could, with true 
Irish hospitality, to make me comfortable. However, 
I soon moved into Pretoria, and my own house being let, 
pitched a tent in the Felman^s Erf, where I still retained 
possession of the eligible residence I mentioned before. 
This, however, I did not now occupy, but used as a 
store-room. 

I had determined upon parting with Mr. Egerton, as, 
in the life I was now leading, I no longer required his 
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services. I think we were both sorry to say good-bye ; 
and I was the more sorry, because I could not see any 
chance of an opening for him. He got an employment 
of a very laborious nature before 1 left Pretoria once 
more, and I left him the key of the eligible residence, 
which he determined to use as his domicile, so as not to 
incur the expense of an hotel. And this brings me to 
what has been my reason for recounting so much of Mr. 
Egerton's history ; a reason which, if he ever reads this 
record of my adventures in South Africa, I believe he 
will deem a good one. His story points the moral of 
what I am about to remark. 

For two years before I bade good-bye to Mr. Egerton, 
and, as an act of friendship, offered him the key of 
that miserable little hole, wherein to eat his meals and 
make his bed, subscriptions had been asked for and 
obtained for the erection of a new church— ^for embellish- 
ments of that new church — and even (if I mistake not) 
for an organ for it ; and from its pulpit had been thun- 
dered forth denunciations of the drunkenness and conse- 
quent vices, only too common, alas ! amongst the dwellers 
in Pretoria. These denunciations were so frequent, that 
they became the topic of general conversation, and reached 
the ears of even those who, like myself, never heard them 
from the pulpit ; but no effort was made to provide the 
means to enable men (not exceptionally determined) to 
avoid being dragged into the cardinal vice. 

It is not an easy thing for a man to avoid frequenting 
a canteen when he comes as a stranger to Pretoria. He 
cannot get furnished lodgings — there are not such things 
to be had — the nearest approach is board and residence 
in a family ; and not only is there no comfortable reading- 
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room to be found in the hotels, but the bedrooms are 
small and uncomfortable. The natural and almost in- 
evitable resource is the '^ bar/^ where he can find com- 
panionship. 

If he does not get employment at once (which is very 
possible), or supposing that on arriving in Pretoria he 
has but a very little money in his pocket (which is often 
the case), then, not being able to afford to stay at an 
hotel, he must try to get a bed or some sort of shake- 
down at a canteen, where he is bound to drink or he 
would not get the shake-down. 

If he does succeed in procuring employment, but with- 
out getting introduced to some quiet family where he 
can board and lodge, the diflBculty of spending his 
evenings anywhere but in a "bar'' remains, for there is 
nowhere else to spend them if he does not sit in his bed- 
room. If he does not succeed in getting employment, 
or can only procure work for which he receives pay too 
small to meet his daily expenses, (even rough living is 
expensive in Pretoria,) then it is not easy for him to avoid, 
after a time, finding it expedient to take his blanket 
and make his bed upon fine nights under a rose-hedge 
in the vicinity of the town, so as to save the expense of 
a bed ; and when in the dull, damp morning he gets up, 
I personally do not wonder that the temptation to have 
a " tot " at the canteen is too strong for him. The time 
may very easily come when he cannot afford to look 
whether the night be fine or not, before making his bed 
under the rose-hedge, and then the morning "tof seems 
still more alluring, I fancy — ^and so on, and so on, until 
he becomes one of the denounced. 

Would not (under these circumstances) a subscription 
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to start a cheap but self-supporting lodging-house, with 
a restaurant and reading-room attached, be more to the 
point than a subscription for an ornamental church, from 
whose pulpit the poor homeless victims to a strong tempta- 
tion may be denounced, after a hymn has been sung to the 
accompaniment of an organ also bought by subscription ? 

A.S I regretfully shook hands with Mr. Bgerton, in the 
market-square of Pretoria, with the moonlight streaming 
over it, and turned after my waggon, once more on my 
way to the bush- veldt, I wondered whether, were I he, 
I should have the strength of mind to go back to that 
dismal hut by the swamp, every evening, to cook my 
dinner with wood I should have to gather and blow into 
a flame after a hard day's toU, and, having eaten, to sit 
down on a box to read, by the light of a single candle, 
unless I spread my blankets on the ground and went to 
sleep, amidst the litter of a store-room. This too with a 
dreary consciousness, that I should wake up in the grey 
morning, to discomfort, loneliness, and toil — ^while, all the 
time, there were lights and there were warmth and rest to 
be had in many a canteen, and something to drink — ^which 
meant to feel jolly for a little time, and to go to sleep 
without thinking of the morrow. 

I believe it is a fact that gentlemen's sons go more 
quickly and certainly to the dogs in this, and I suppose 
in every, colony, than the sons of working men. Putting 
aside that they cannot obtain work so easily as the latter, 
the reason is self-evident ; they cannot battle so strongly 
against the privations and discomfort they are exposed to, 
and hence they are more liable to seek temporary solace 
in drink. The habit once formed, will hardly be abandoned, 
even if the origin of it ceases. 



A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 271 

I do not mean to saj that all tlie drunkenness whicli 
prevails in Pretoria is originally caused by a desire to 
forget discomfort, but I am confident that a great deal 
of it is, and that much misery and vice might be pre- 
vented by the adoption of some such plan as I have 
suggested. 

Before leaving Pretoria, I had dismissed Hans, my 
leader — ^he was too fond of smoking '^daccha,'' an in- 
toxicating leaf, the constant use of which drives its 
votaries at times almost to insanity — and in his place I 
had engaged the services of a Zulu Kaffir called Pete, 
recommended to me by my driver, Hendrick. The boy, 
little Hendrick, remained with me by his own desire ; 
and I was glad to keep him, for he was a bright, in- 
telligent, and yet wonderfully innocent-minded child. 
When he first came to me he used to amuse me by 
turning out of his blankets of a morning without a scrap 
of clothing on him, although the sharp wind might be 
blowing, and the hoar frost be lying thick on the ground, 
reserving his dressing arrangements until after he had lit 
the fire and set the kettle on to boil, for early cofiee ; but 
by this time, he was beginning to think it incumbent upon 
him to put on his shirt before he performed these duties. 

Another change had come o'er the spirit of my dream. 
I was now the possessor not only of a house in Pretoria, 
but of a small farm, about twenty-five miles from Pre- 
toria, going the shortest way, and which carried with it 
the right of free grazing and water on the large farm of 
which it originally formed a part. The place was noted 
as being healthy for horses and sheep, and was an ex- 
cellent stand for a Boer-store ; and I got it for a price 
which even the Boers near considered cheap. 



272 A Lady Trader in the Transvaal, 

My load consisted principally of Kaffir goods, and T 
had a barrel of Gape brandy up as well. This speculation 
I had been recommended by many who knew about 
trading, and I had been asked for brandy so frequently 
by Boers, that I thought I would try it. So I took out 
a bottle licence. This reminds me of an absurd old 
magistrate who gave me the said licence, and who took 
me up very sharp for wanting a bottle and not a retail 
licence (I think that is the correct name for a licence to 
sell by the glass). 

^' I don^t want to sell by the glass,'' said I. 

"Ohl don't you?" quoth he; '^but I am very much 
afraid you wilL" And he held up a long finger, and shook 
it and his head, in a manner that would have suggested 
to a by-stander, that I already stood convicted of several 
similar offences. 

'* It is not probable," I remarked, '' that I should like 
to have a lot of tipsy Kaffirs round my waggon." But 
up went the fore-finger again, and with a terrible shake 
of the head he answered, — 

''Well, mind, if I catch you at it, I shall fine you 
heavily — ^very heavily." 

" I will give you permission to fine me as heavily as 
you like, when you catch me," said I, pocketing my 
licence ; and I conveyed to my old friend, doubtless, the 
idea that I was a hardened sinner, up to all the dodges 
necessary to evade the law successfully. 

There was another thing about tliis brandy which 
amused me. A friendly store-man at the store where I 
bought it, who had previously given me many little hints 
about trading, beckoned me aside when it was loaded up. 

" When you get well out from amongst the Boers," he 
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said — *' for I understand you are going right in amongst 
the Kaffirs this time — ^just fill up the cask with water ; the 
Kaffirs wonH remark it. I wouldn^t advise you to put 
tobacco into it ; that I don^t think right. But just fill up 
with water ; it won^t pay well enough if you don't.^^ 

I thanked him and depaarted. 

This time I took my way through Buckonoo's kloof (I 
spell as pronounced in English), instead of through Derde- 
poort. It was a very pleasant change; the gorge, or 
kloof, with its craggy sides so thickly wooded that only 
here and there a bold mass of grey rock could be seen, 
jutting oat at some curve of the river, or of the road that 
ran between them, looked quite delightful in the morning 
light ; and I several times stopped to look at the pretty 
picture the waggon made, as, with its long team of oxen, 
it wound its way through the chequered sunlight and 
shadow. There were thousands of monkeys in this leafy 
retreat, and they hooted at us as we went by, not coming 
close, however, but affording an immense amount of excite- 
ment to the dogs and to little Hendrick, who was riding 
with me on Violin. On emerging from this gorge we 
came to several pretty farms ; at one of them I was hos- 
pitably received by an old Dutchman and his family, who 
were in favour of English rule. They had a farm on the 
high-veldt, and used this farm only as a bush-veldt farm. 
I went along slowly, trading as I went, at the various 
places I had visited before, and at last got to MaruUo- 
kop. The Engelsbergs seemed very much pleased to see 
me, and I met young De Plessis there. He had come 
over to have something done to a waggon of his, and had 
brought his wife and his youngest child with him. As I 
sat in the Engelsbergs' tent, waiting for the waggon to 

T 
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come up, the men — amongst whom, if I remember aright, 
was De Clero — ^talked much of the Beeinkommste that had 
just been held, to discuss the advisability of starting Boer 
stores, the goods to be imported direct, so as to oust 
English traders from the Transvaal. Barend Engelsberg 
said he had promised to subscribe 1002., and mentioned 
the names of some other Boers, who were going to sab- 
scribe different amounts. There was a doubt about 
whom they should import fipom. They said that the 
Americans and the Grermans had made very liberal offers. 
My friends in the tent seemed to think that the American 
offer would be accepted. I had been listening to the 
men tsdking, while the women chatted about their babies 
and other domestic topics. I doubt whether they thought 
I imderstood much of what they were saying, so that 
there was a little hush of surprise when at this point I 
said ''I think the plan you propose, or that has been 
proposed at your Beeinkommste, is a very good one, and 
you will, I dare say, get your things much cheaper than 
you now doj but I would advise any of you who may 
have any influence with the committee you speak of, to 
avoid dealing with the Americans ; they are first-rate men 
of business, but they would be too sharp for you probably. 
I think it would be much safer for you to deal with the 
Germans.'' It was a gr^t surprise to them, in more ways 
than one, to hear me say this ; and some time afber De 
Cierc asked me if I was born English. I said, '^ Yes, I 
am bom English — ^at least an English subject \ but I was 
bom in Ireland, and my parents were both Irish.'' Upon 
which he said, ^' Ah 1 " as if he were making a note of it 
in his mind. 

The next morning, as I was sitting by the waggon a 
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namber of girls of various ages came over^ and sitting 
down^ after they had made some purchases^ talked to me. 
One of them^ who seemed rather a nice girl^ had bought 
a pair of gloves I remember^ and she laid them on the 
grass between herself and her two little cousins. These 
two little girls bade me good-bye before she did^ and, 
when she rose to go, she missed her gloves. She searched 
everywhere for them in vain. At last she said, ^' Oh, I 
remember; they were close to my cousins; they have 
taken them.'' And I saw the tears in her eyes. 

" Well,'' said I, " then you can get them back ; they 
will have found them amongst their things." 

" Oh, no," she said simply ; ^' you know of course they 
will keep them. That was why they went away so 
soon." 

''Then tell their mother," I suggested rather indig- 
nantly, ''and get them given back to you." 

The girl almost laughed at my ignorance. " Why that 
would be of no use," she said. " She would never give 
them to me, even if she knew they were there." 

I found that the beauty of Eclipse was a constant theme 
among the Boers, and that my prowess in riding him was 
greatly extolled. On one occasion Barend Engelsberg 
brought another Boer over to the waggon, expressly to 
admire the horse, and to ask me to show how I could do any- 
thing I liked with him without his kicking me. Boers as a 
rule are very fond of horses, although they are somewhat 
careless of them, as indeed they are of themselves and their 
families, and our common taste soon established a sort of 
freemasonry between us, the men being always ready to 
listen to all I had to tell of my horses, and to recount 
long tales of their past and present horses in return. 

T 2 
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When I reached the mission station I found that Mr. 

B had resigned his position as missionary, and was 

just removing to a farm at some distance^ called Sand- 
fontein. He came to see me at the waggon^ but I did 
not go to the house, as I was very busy trading and had 
no time. Pete, my leader, distinguished himself by 
getting drunk on Kaffir beer while I was here, and sitting 
under the waggon the following day, loudly deploring his 
headache and general wretchedness, caused partly by the 
drink, and partly by the disgrace I kept him in. 

My way now lay past some warm springs, of which 
there are several in Waterberg, to Makapan^s-poort. On 
my way I once more passed the encampment of the De 
Clercs and young De Plessis, the size of which was 
increased by the addition of several tents and waggons 
belonging to Boers who had been encamped further along 
the river, but were now on their way from the bush-veldt 
to their farms on the ur-veldt or elsewhere. Amongst 
these Boers was old Mrs. Nell, who had tried to sell the 
bull to me. 

The stories about Hons being in the vicinity, and having 
killed horses and cattle, belonging in some cases to Boers 
whom I knew, were so numerous, and so well authenti- 
cated, that I thought it best to keep fires burning all 
night, and that we should sleep in a ring round the 
horses, leaving one boy to sleep by the fore-oxen. I saw 
Dandy again, and he knew me, and could with difficulty 
be got away from the waggon, but he was evidently well 
cared for and kindly treated. I must describe his master 
and his master^s family. They are the best Boers I have 
come across. Young De Plessis himself — a man of about 
middle height, wiry, and full of energy, with bright 
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laughing eyes, a merry mouth, and clustering hair, with a 
manner in accordance, bold and free, and with something 
pleasantly boy-like in his way of enjoying a joke or asking 
a favour — ^was known amongst his mates as a sure shot, 
a daring hunter, and a first-rate horseman; yet always 
ready to help his wife with the baby (she told me herself 
he always weaned the children for her), and withal a 
most diligent and energetic farmer. He was the only 
Boer I ever saw who groomed his horse regularly every 
day. 

His wife was tall, and made on a large scale ; but her 
every movement was graceful. Her face, with its regular 
features, large steady eyes, with long dark eyelashes 
and pencilled eyebrows, was a picture of serene cheerful- 
ness, and the set of her well-shaped head on her finely- 
formed neck and bust was statuesque. I have seen her 
doing all sorts of little domestic work with the air of a 
Juno, except that Juno, according to Homer, never can 
have looked serene. She was always dressed neatly, with 
a fresh kerchief folded across her breast, and her hair was 
always tidy, her hands always clean, and she never seemed 
disturbed or hurried about anything. Her tent was a 
model of neatness, and her children never looked dirty. 

The baby was a delightful baby, with big brown eyes 
and round cheeks ; and it was always speckless. I am 
sure I don^t know how she kept it so, but I never saw 
that infant otherwise than spotlessly clean from the top 
of its head to the tip of its little pink toe; and its gar- 
ments always seemed to have been just put on. There 
were two older urchins — one a handsome dark-eyed fellow, 
as brown as a berry, and full of mischief; the other blue- 
eyed and shy, with a tendency to hold by his mother's 
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apron and pat his fingers in his month when in the pre- 
sence of a stranger, but a pretty child. These youngsters 
were often superficially dirty, but one could always see 
their little white shirts peeping out at their collars and 
cuSs, and when, at meal-times, they were told to wash 
before sitting down, a very little soap and water made 
them look refreshingly clean. I have described this 
family, not as a type of Boer families, but because it is 
the only Transvaal Boer family, amongst the many I have 
seen, of which all these nice things could be said, unless I 
except the Briets, and the Briets were rich, whereas 
young De Plessis was very poor. I dined one Sunday in the 
De Plessis' tent, and had a very nice dinner, of wild buck's 
meat and a sort of sweet suet-pudding with cinnamon in 
it, served up with thick meat-sauce. Several neighbours 
came in, and we were very merry. De Plessis and his 
friends were laughing over a '^ grand spree " they had 
had the night before, when, as a finish up, they had 
smeared each other's coats all over with fat. Some very 
distinguishable marks of the practical joke yet remained. 
Trade was good here, and I stayed for some time. 

There was one man, of the name of Jan Smith, who was 
always coming to the waggon to beg me to sell him a 
*' tot," and when I said I could not sell one, begging me 
to give him one. It was wonderful how these Boers 
would beg of me to infringe the law, and assure me that 
they would never tell of me, and that no trader minded 
adhering to it. I soon began to be sorry I had got 
brandy up, for, when they found that I would not sell 
them '^ tots," they would club together and buy a bottle, 
drink it in a surprisingly short time, and come back for 
more, until the whole encampment was several sheets in 
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the wind. They were only gay and festive during the 
day^ bnt at night I rather think they nsed to quarrel \ and 
in order to get rid of the liquor, which I saw would prove 
a bother to me, I offered it to the whole encampment at 
cost price, and said I would trade it in cattle. They were 
much incUned to take it, but could not quite make up their 
minds as to how they would manage to bottle it off, and 
so, much to my regret, the thing fell through. 

One day my driver Hendrick told me, in a very 
mysterious manner, that young De Plessis had got the 
plumage of an ostrich, which he would like to sell to me, 
taking three quarters of the payment in goods. I said 
be could bring the feathers, and let me see them. Then 
Hendrick said he would bring them that evening, but 
that I must be very careful not to let any one see them. 
I asked why, when he informed me that as a rule Boers 
were very envious of each other, and that if it were known 
among young De Plessis' friends and relatives that he had 
had the luck to shoot an ostrich, he would be annoyed by 
them. In the mean time the feathers were brought and 
approved, and young De Plessis, with his wife and her 
mother, Mrs. De Clerc, came over in the evening secretly, 
chose the goods, and got payment, and also showed me 
how to pack up the feathers nicely, this process being 
performed very secretly in my tent. Before he left I 
asked him the reason why he observed so much secrecy, 
for I did not believe Hendrick's version. 

" You see,'' said De Plessis, " it is against the law.'' 

"Indeed." 

" Yes, it is breeding-time now, and although it is true 
that that cock bird had lost his mate, yet I should be 
liable to a fine of 500Z. if it were known I had shot a bird 
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during this season. Besides, my father-in-law promised 

that he would shoot that bird for Mr. L (a trader), and 

if he knew I had shot ib he would persecute me. So pray 
don't say anything about it, for I should be utterly 
ruined if I had to pay 500Z. In fact, I could not pay it, 
for I have not got it." 

'' Well," said I, '' I am sorry that I have helped you bo 
do an unlawful act ; however, as I have, I will keep your 
secret, even if I have to depart a little from the truth. 
It is no secret of mine, and I should be sorry to harm 
you." 

" Oh, but," said he, '' it is your secret as well as mine. 
You are as guilty before the law as I am." 

'' Oh ! " said I ; and in my own mind I thought that 
altered the case very much. However, I resolved to keep 
the feathers until I came back from Makapan's-poort. I 
knew I should see De Plessis on his farm in Waterberg 
as I returned, and I need tell no lies, nor talk about the 
feathers until I got to Pretoria, and wanted to dispose of 
them. 

De Clerc used often to come with other Boers to my 
waggon. He was an oldish man, but handsome in a 
rugged sort of way, was a bold hunter and a good horse- 
man, and a leading man amongst the Waterberg Boers, 
being a fairly well-educated man for a Boer, and having 
held office under the Boer Government. He used often 
to talk politics to me, and always introduced me to his 
friends as an Irishwoman. Once one of the friends 
remarked that the Irish hated the English \ upon which I 
told him that I did not, and that although I thought that 
in many ways the English Government had behaved badly 
to the Boers, yet that if ever it came to war I should take 
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the English side. De Clerc said he understood my feel- 
ing ; that he believed it was best for the country that the 
English should govern it ; that England was a strong and 
rich country, and that the land would be more secure and 
more prosperous under her auspices than it would other- 
wise be; but that yet in his heart he felt sore about the 
English dominion. He went on to say that he always 
dissuaded his friends from any thoughts of fighting ; that 
he meant to bring np his boy as a friend to the English ; 
that he believed that fighting would only end in a com- 
plete overthrow of the Boers ; but yet — and I could see his 
dark eyes flash under his shaggy brow — that, if there was 
fighting, his life and all he had should be thrown into the 
balance for his own race. '^ I quite understand that,'^ I 
said j '' it would be the same with me were I a Boer.'' 

'' But you are English, and of course if war comes you 
will go with your nation, as I with mine/' he answered. 

One evening I walked across to the Boer encampment, 
crossing the river by a little plank thrown over it. I 
found De Clerc paying a visit to a very fat and rather old 
woman, who had just presented her husband, an old man 
with a white beard, with a first baby. There was an 
attempt being made to galvanize a sentiment about 
this unfortunate infant, but as its parents had had hus- 
bands, wives, and children before, the attempt was 
a failure. However, I gave the mother a present of a 
bottle of brandy and some raisins, and everybody was 
very much pleased. The invalid was in the waggon where 
the baby had been bom, the happy father was sitting at 
the back, and De Clerc and I sat on chairs in front of him. 
It was a beautiful afternoon, and the trees, the river, the 
green grass near, the waggons and tents peering Out 
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from the foliage^ and the blue sky^ made a prettj picture^ 
and put me into a very good hamonr. 

'^ Well/' said De Clerc, '' we are going to have a lion- 
hunt this evening or to-morrow. A cow has been killed 
close here^ and we most find the lion and kill it/' 

"Oh dear/' said I, ''how I should like to see the 
hunt ! " 

*' What do you say to my proposal ? " said De Clere. 
'' We will bring you the body of the lion just as it is 
tdUed^ and you shall give us 5Z." 

"And the skin?" 

"Oh, no! If I give you the skin you must give 
us lOZ." 

I laughed at the absurd demand. "No," said I; 
" it is nothing to me to see a dead lion, for I have seen 
many live ones in cages, and I don't much care for his 
skin. But I'll tell you what I will do. Take me with 
you on the hunt, and I'll give you lOZ., and a bottle or 
two of brandy to have a spree with afterwards." 

" Done ! " cried De Clerc. " What will you ride ? " 

" Eclipse." 

" But is he accustomed to lion-hunting ? " 

" I'm sure I don't know," said I. " If you can spare me 
a horse that is accustomed to it I should prefer it." 

" You can have my horse, and let me have Eclipse." 

" No, no," I answered ; " no one rides my horse but 
myself, particularly where there may be danger." 

" Hear her ! " exclaimed De Clerc ; " that is how an 
Irishwoman speaks. But are you sure you won't be 
frightened ? " 

*' I'm sure I shall be frightened, horribly frightened," 
said I ; " but I'm sure I shall do whatever you tell me 



A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 283 

to do, and that I shall not ran away, or scream, or do 
anything of that sort/^ 

Then there was some talk between the men as to how 
the hunt was to be arranged, and during this I observed 
that De Clerc was envious of De Plessis, who was the 
sharpest and boldest hunter among them. Presently 
two youngsters rode up at a canter. 

'^We have got the spoor (or track), but we cannot 
follow it; we can only make it out in one place. Shall we 
get the horses up, and try again all of us, as it is not too 
late ? '' 

It was agreed that it was too late, and that they had 
better wait till morning. As I went back to the waggon 
I said to De Clerc, who walked a little way with me, 
" You won't deceive me, will you ? " 

^' Oh, no,'' he answered. " I think you had better be 
ready about nine. By-the-way, there is one of those nice 
hats you have ; I want one so much, but I have not the 
money to buy it. Won't you give me one as a remem- 
brance of my taking you with me on the hunt ? " 

He had asked me to bring the hats over that he might 
choose one, but had not fixed upon one, and little 
Hendrick was still with me, with the hats in his hand. I 
saw through the old fellow, and was inclined to say that 
he should have the hat when I returned from the lion 
hunt ; but I still had clinging to me some of the politeness 
which was instilled into me in my youth, but which it is 
advisable to discard in Boer-land, unless you mean to be 
victimized at every turn; so he took his hat and departed. 

I waited there for several days afterwards, but no lion- 
hunt took place. 

Before my departure I bought Dandy back again. 
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giving Violin and some money for him. De Plessis was in 
want of money to pay off a debt, and I found that Dandy 
was a great loss in Pretoria. Violin was a capital horse 
for a gallop, but, with anybody but me, he was inclined to 
be vicious, and required careful breaking in to become a 
good horse, whereas when I had but him and Eclipse 
I could hardly ever ride him, and the boys were spoiling 
him by riding him badly. Dandy seemed delighted to 
be once more with me. The last I saw of De Plessis was 
after I was already on my road, when I heard a ^' Halloa ! *' 
behind me, and turning, beheld him coming along at a 
gallop on his new acquisition, flourishing a black bottle 
in his hand. He was delighted with Violin's performance, 
and said he must buy one more bottle of brandy just to 
let them all have a spree on my going away. So I stopped 
the waggon, and, while he was getting his brandy, poor 
Violin, for the last time, searched my pocket for bread. 

I was now approaching the last tent belonging to white 
men. After passing one pf my old acquaintances near to 
the warm baths, I entered a country prettier than any 
I had traversed before. I rode along a wooded valley, 
skirting the hills that bounded it at one side. The scene 
was a mixture of wildness and resemblance to an English 
park. There were many very good trees, the bush was 
thick, and there was a sprinkling of tropical-looking and 
enormous cacti or cactus-trees. One day I came on a 
group of Kafiirs on their way to the diamond-fields, 
sitting under a spreading tree. I knew that I was near 
water — the horses were very thirsty — but I could not 
make out where the spring was ; the course of the rivulet 
coming from it, was in parts dry, and in parts spread out 
into a half-marsh thickly overgrown with reeds. One of 
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the men volunteered to show me the way. The spring 
was some distance from the spot^ deep and clear^ and 
Eclipse plunged into it eagerly. 

'^ I have brought you to the spring/' said the Kaffir, 
while I sat enjoying the enjoyment of my horse and little 
Hendrick and Dandy in the cool water. I took out a 
small piece of money to give him. 

*' I did not want any money,'' he said; ^^I merely said 
I had showed you the water.'' And he seemed quite 
satisfied with thanks. I afterwards gave him and his 
companions some brandy, and one man came forward 
after they had all drunk, and said they wished him to 
thank me very much. These were very raw Kaffirs, and 
could hardly speak anything but Kaffir, but they were 
wonderful in the matter of courtesy ; for Kaffirs generally 
are either rude like monkeys, or like Boers — and the latter 
is a very bad and disagreeable form of rudeness, 
characterized by much starfng, talking of and laughing 
at anything which may stidke them as unusual in a 
stranger. 

My last outspann by a white man's tent, was on a 
beautiful evening, and the scene struck me very much. 
I emerged from a thick wood on a delicious greensward, 
almost like an ornamental lawn, interspersed with a few 
fine trees. The road wound through this, and it was 
bounded on one side by the thickly-wooded hills, on the 
other by the forest. A large herd of cattle were making 
their way to three white tents pitched on the border of 
this, and partially concealed by its foliage ; and the last 
rays of the sun, as it sank behind the hills, were tinting 
all near objects with gold, while in the distance the hills 
of Makapan looked blue and misty. 
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The family from these tents soon came to see me. 
Three of the men had been severely injured by fire. 
They had been hunting on the hills^ and had set fire to 
the grass to hunt out the animals ; but the wind suddenly 
rose, and, in rising, changed its direction, so that the fire 
hunted them out instead. 

Early the next morning I passed the last white habita- 
tion \ the owner was a woodcutter, and had pitched his 
tent under a superb tree, not with the intention of cutting 
it down, however. Close by I saw a very curious animal. 
It was an enormous lizard, so large that it was like a 
little crocodile. It was close by the path when I saw it, 
and I frightened Uttle Hendrick very much by riding up 
to it. He assured me that it had extraordinary power in 
its tail, and that if it struck Eclipse it would kill him. 
The little beast looked at me for a moment, then, slashing 
his long scaly tail in a most extraordinary manner, ran 
away with extreme agility, the tail vibrating from side to 
side all the time. I followed it on Eclipse, but it suddenly 
disappeared, I suppose down some hole. Our mid-day 
outspann was by the side of a rivulet, and in such thick 
bush that, no sooner were the oxen and horses loose, than 
they were lost to sight. It was said that there were 
lions close to this place, and thieving Kaffirs also, so I 
cautioned Pete and little Hendrick to keep the animals 
in sight, whilst Hendrick prepared the food. When it 
was prepared, and he went to call them to eat and 
make a fresh starfc, they were nowhere to be found, and 
neither were the animals, and it was some time before 
they came up. I had eaten, and was impatient to start, 
so I told them to up-saddle and inspann at once. I rode 
Dandy and led Eclipse this time, and I did not look 
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specially at the latter until I had ridden a little way^ then 
I saw he was sweated^ which excited my suspicion. It 
was late when I reached Moer-drift, the place for out- 
spanning. The valley here begins to narrow, and the 
hills of Makapan's-poort can be plainly seen \ the valley 
itself is but little wooded, but the hills are covered with 
trees, and the effect is very pretty. I off-saddled, and it was 
not till almost dark, that the waggon came up. Pete was 
running in front of it, and a glance showed me that he 
was quite drunk. The oxen were hardly outspanned 
when he fell down under the waggon and went fast 
asleep. I perceived also that little Hendrick was tipsy. 
I asked Hendrick how this was, and he told me that 
Pete had taken little Hendrick to a Kaffir kraal, instead 
of minding the animals at the last outspann, and had 
given him some of the beer upon which he himself had 
got tipsy. I said nothing about Eclipse, but I felt sure 
now that Pete had either ridden him, or hunted him very 
hard on Dandy. I called up little Hendrick and told him 
that I would give him something to make him remember 
that the after-consequences of drink were disagreeable, 
and ordered Hendrick to give him some good cuts with a 
reim; Pete had to be left till morning. In the early 
dawn I saw him arise, wrap a blanket round him, loose 
the oxen and take them off to graze. '^ He is trying to 
get into favour,^^ thought I. I also heard little Hendrick 
laugh at him sUly for having been thrown by Eclipse — ^so 
I was quite sure about my affair now. The boys thought 
I was asleep, for I did not move. 

I had breakfast, but no Pete appeared. At last I sent 
Hendrick on horseback to look for the oxen. He found 
them far off, but Pete was missing. However, I had no 
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mind to wait for him, so inspanned and got on near to a 
settlement of Knopnase Kaffirs, where I outspanned and 
was trading with them when Mr. Pete slinked np. I was 
too busy to speak to him then, and presently inspanned 
to go on to Makapan's-poort. 

It was a pretty ride, and when I got to the place itself I 
thought it a very pretty place. Bight in the middle of the 
pass, a precipitous hill, crowned with Makapan's kraal, 
forms a sort of natural fortress. A small river (the Nile 
river, I think) winds round its base ; trees of various sorts 
cluster round, and are scattered over it, and the ruins of a 
once large mission station, and the pomegranates, syrin- 
gas, and other shrubs of the garden that used to be, add 
a charm to the scene. Numbers of women and children 
stared at me as I crossed the river with the two horses, 
and waited for the waggon to come up, for I did not 
know where to outspann. Hendrick could not talk the 
pure Makatees, spoken by these Kaffirs, sufficiently well 
to trust entirely to him, so I had taken a Kaffir from the 
mission station to act as interpreter and guide. This 
Kaffir's name was Nicholas, commonly called '^ Clas.^' 

So soon as the waggon arrived, Clas showed me a 
pretty little dell at the foot of the hill, where we out- 
spanned. I sent him to the kraal, with the present of a 
bottle of French brandy to Makapan, and a message 
that I wished to have his permission to trade with his 
tribe. And in return the chief sent me his thanks, and 
said that he was glad I had come, and would protect me. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

Makafan^ or rather Clas Makapan^ for the latter is only 
his surname or family name^ is the son of a chief who, 
after a fearful massacre of the Boers, was at last reduced 
to submission by them. Clas was taken as hostage, and 
brought up in a Boer family. When his father died the 
Kaffirs determined to get the child back, and, fearful 
that the Boers would not give him willingly, they stole 
him one night, and having got him, made peace with the 
Boers by paying for him in cattle. One of the old Kaffirs 
told me that the little Clas had been very much frightened 
when he found himself a prisoner amongst the Kaffirs, 
and had cried and kicked to get away. 

I soon found that unless I traded for com, I should be 
able to do but little here, for the taxes were just being 
called for by the Government, and the Kaffirs were very 
much afraid of not having money to pay them in, as cattle 
were taken at a ridiculously low value for the amount, if 
the cash was not there when called for. I determined 
therefore to trade for mealeas and Kaffir corn, as I got them 
very cheap, and they were likely to fetch a good price in 
Pretoria. When I made this intention known, the Kaffirs 
came in swarms, the men walking in front; followed by 
the women and girls, bearing on their heads baskets filled 

u 
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with grain. There were hundreds assembled^ between 
those who came to trade and those who came to look on ; 
it was hard to preyent their crowding too close to the 
waggon^ and many a time had Pete to rush at the eyer- 
narrowing circle formed round it, with a big whip to keep 
the intruders off. 

It takes a long time trading for grain, for the grain 
has all to be measured off into sacks, or sometimes by 
buckets-full j besides this, one has to examine its quality. 
The din of all these savages, talking, yelling, laugh- 
ing, was decdEening, and at the end of a day^s work, 
which lasted without intermission from seven o'clock in 
the morning until the same hour in the evening, I was 
not only tired in body, but I felt nearly mad. This 
lasted several days. It was amusing, however, and I had 
a good opportunity of observing the Kaffir in his natural 
state. The women were dressed much hke those at the 
EUand river, except that they had two long, thin pieces 
of leather hanging from their girdles behind like tails. 
These were ornamented with beads, brass or white buttons, 
&c., according to the taste or means of the wearer, and 
the young ladies were in the habit of holding one of these 
appendages in one hand and switching it about. I may 
here remark that Makatees young ladies are as fond of 
flirting as any other young ladies I have had the pleasure 
of studying. The girls were rather graceful, and had a 
way of entwining their arms round each other and falling 
into groups, which was absolutely artistic. I remember 
one group which seemed to have arranged itself with a 
consciousness of "The Graces.^' These three young 
ladies had rubbed their bodies and their hair or wool with 
a mixture of fat and red earth which, although it does 
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not sound nice, was by no means unbecoming. Mother's 
darlings were also to be distinguished from urchins who 
were not darlings, by the former being reddish-brown 
and the latter of a natural black colour. The girls wore 
a variety of ornaments, some very prettily made — of grass 
and wire, also of beads. A disease much resembling 
scabies— called, I believe, Kaffir-pock — ^was very prevalent 
at Makapan's-poort, and I observed that the persons of 
those who rubbed themselves, or were rubbed by their 
fond mammas, with the unguent I have described, had 
escaped it. 

The men wore all sorts of costumes. Some of the 
aristocracy of the place wore European dress, others 
skins curiously sewn together and prepared, others 
blankets, others girdles fringed with the tails of wild cats, 
others again a shirt, sometimes tied by its sleeves round 
the neck, sometimes properly worn; while many had 
just a rag or a little strip of sofb leather round the loins. 
Many had their wool ornamented with little rosettes made 
of the tail of the rock rabbit, or by meer-cats' tails, tied 
on like tassels. I often saw the men going out hunting, 
armed with assegai and tomahawk, and often with a rifle. 
They would start ofE early in the morning, whooping and 
dancing, with a troop of dogs after them. 

One day I noticed a girl who was quite pretty, and also 
modest-looking, in the crowd that surrounded me, but at 
a little distance. I took aim at her with a small circular 
looking-glass, and successfully. She was delighted when 
she saw herself, but after giving me one beaming smile, 
she turned shy, and ran away. 

From that moment I had no peace. The girls were not 
so bad as the women, who had no excuse, for they were 

u 2 
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all ugly. One old wretch who, although she had been 
brought up amongst the Boers for years, and had been 
accustomed to dress, now wore a fringed girdle and a skin 
over her shoulders, pestered me every day for a glass. 
At last I said, " You ask me why I gave that young 
woman one, and won^t give you one ? That is easily 
answered. She is pretty, and has some use for a looking- 
glass ; whereas you are old, and if you had one, would 
have nothing pretty to see if you looked in it : when I was 
young I often looked in the glass, but I don't now : 
looking-glasses are for young people.'^ 

How that woman laughed, and clapped her hands, and 
laughed again. Then she called several of her friends, 
and told them ; and they cried out, " True ! true ! " and 
laughed until I began to feel that I had perpetrated a 
wonderful witticism. They were, however, quite as 
anxious to get a peep into a looking-glass afterwards as 
before, though no elderly female ever asked me for a 
glass again as a present. 

I had almost forgotten to tell about Pete. 

On the evening of our arrival at Makapan's-poort, I 
went over to the camp-fire where the boys were sitting, 
although it was very warm, and the moonlight was as 
bright as day, and said, ''Pete, this is your second 
ofEence ; and you made it worse by attempting to ride my 
horse without my permission ; now remember, T never 
speak three times; the third offence I punish; and as I 
object to punishing either a servant or an animal, I never 
punish either, unless I give them something they are not 
likely to forget in a hurry.'' Pete stared hard at me, and 
said, "Yes, missus;'' and I walked off. I may here 
remark that although I have always found the giving of 
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a certain grace a good plan with European servants, I 
have found it a bad plan with African servants. I think 
personally that they are too much like animals to be 
treated in this way, and that the best way to manage 
them is to punish severely the first ofiFence (I mean, of 
course, an offence whose culpability they understand) just 
as one does with an animal one has to train. At the time 
of which I am now writing, however, although I greatly 
doubted whether a KaflBr ought to be treated otherwise 
than as an animal, I thought it right to give him the 
benefit of the doubt. 

The heat even at night was now very great ; and the 
irritation caused by the biting and crawling over one of 
microscopical ticks was very great. I found it difficult to 
sleep at night, and I have often got up and walked about 
in the moonlight, or watched the sleeping horses lying 
comfortably by the waggon, and sometimes giving little 
ghostly neighs in their sleep that testified to their dream- 
ing. I never slept in the tent, for I was always afraid of 
some robbery going on, and once my suspicions were 
aroused by missing Pete from where he ought to have 
been sleeping. He turned up shortly after, however, so 
I thought no more about it, as I noticed nothing else 
remarkable. 

A serious difficulty now began to claim my attention. 
I had been led to believe that I should be able to get 
meal from some of the Boer houses in Waterberg (at the 
other side of the mission station), but I had not been able 
to procure any, and in consequence of finding very little 
game and no meat towards and at Makapan^s-poort, the 
meal I had was beginning to run short. I could buy 
but very little milk ; and the coffee was getting low. I 
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determined to start for Pretoria, bnt deferred my de- 
parture a little in order to be present at a grand feast 
which Makapan was about to give. He was to " make 
rain " for his clan, and there was to be a grand dance. 

Although brought up amongst the Boers, Makapan 
has not adopted anjr substitute for the superstition of his 
father and his tribe, and he has a pronounced objection 
to missionaries. He came to pay me a visit the day 
before this feast. He is a big man, with coarse features. 
He was dressed in a short coat, riding-breeches, gaiters 
and boots, and a felt hat. Of course I gave him a " tot ;*' 
and gave one also to his head-man, called ^' Stiirman,'' who 
was dressed like himself. He said he hoped I would visit 
him before I left the place ; that he had heard that I said 
that I would not visit Makapan before Makapan visited me^ 
and that now Makapan had come. I said I would go to 
his kraal the next day. I was greatly surprised to see 
how unceremoniously his subjects, and even my driver 
Eendrick, were allowed to treat him, and felt that it 
was difficult to know how to treat as a chief, a man who 
allowed my driver to shake hands with him ; however, 
I promised to go, and then Makapan asked for another 
tot. I have heard^ that such chiefs as Cetawayo and 
Sekocooni are approached by their subjects in an abject 
posture, and are never spoken to by them unless per- 
mission has been given. I can only suppose that chiefs 
like Makapan, who have adopted European costume, are 
by degrees losing the consideration of their subjects. 

The morning of the great feast-day broke splendidly, 
and, before the sun was up, groups of young warriors, 
dressed in their best, came past my encampment on their 
way to the chiefs kraal. I was no sooner dressed than I 
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J '.-: ordered the horses to be saddled, and taking Qas as my 

li* companion, started for the kraal. I had been told that 

zk one could ride up, and indeed I had seen that Makapan 

^ and his suite had ridden both up and down. After 

ss^ turning a little round the hill we began the stony 

::i ascent, through a maze of little Kaffir huts, from which 

r: the children came forth yelling, at the sight of me, 

followed by their mothers, some trying to stop their 

r- clamorous vociferations, while others did their utmost 

to add to the din. At iast, after a desperate scramble, 

which landed me on a shelving piece of rock vrith boulder 

after boulder rising above it, I declined to endanger the 

horses' feet any longer, and dismounting, told Clas he 

must lead the horses back, and give them in charge to' 

some decent Kaffir until his and my return. At this 

moment, however, I saw Makapan descending from his 

eyrie to greet me, with a staflF in his hand, which he 

offered to me to assist me in climbing. Having passed 

within the low wall that bounds his kraal, I found myself 

in a labyrinth of huts, each with an enclosed yard 

attached, and traversed by narrow paths. Makapan led 

me past a large stockade, and through various enclosures, 

each with a hut in it (his harem, or whatever it may be 

called in Kaffir), to his own house, a cottage built of 

bricks, and with a verandah in front. He took me into | 

his bedroom (the house had only two rooms, I think) and 

asked me to be seated. i 

The dark and dirty room was furnished with two or I 

three chairs, a little table, and a common bedstead, on j 

which were thrown a mattress, some gaudy blankets, and 

a " caross,'' or large mat made of skins curiously stitched 

together, and with the hair left on. He asked me if I 



296 A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 

would have coffee, and brought me some in a cup ; then^ 
after talking about various things, he said he hoped that 
I would make him a present of a very handsome rug I had 
for sale. I did not like to refuse, but I said I thought he 
ought to make me a present too ; he said he would do so 
gladly, and sent one of his officers to get me an ostrich 
feather — a very indifEerent specimen. I then asked him if 
I might attend the feast that he was about to give that 
day. He seemed much pleased at this proposal, and said 
that I should be surprised at seeing what swarms of 
warriors would be there. He also told me that he should 
kill an ox in the course of the day, and that he would send 
me some of the meat ; this, for aforesaid reasons^ I was 
very glad to hear. He asked me several times whether 
I was not surprised to see such a large place as his kraal ; 
whether I did not think it very strong; and told me that 
I should be surprised at the number of his warriors. 
Bef oro I went away he asked me if I would not have 
something to eat, but this I declined. Ab he was escort- 
ing me to my horses, we met a singular-looking old Kaffir 
carrying herbs. Makapan said, laughing, "That is my 
doctor, and those are his medicines ; he will help me to 
make medicines for my Kaffirs to-day .^^ He seemed to 
think the whole thing rather amusing ; and indeed I doubt 
whether he was not aware, as I was, of the absurdity of 
his conjuring away diseases and conjuring up rain. 



A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 297 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

It was still early when I got back to the waggon. The 
dance was not to begin till noon — a curions time, by-the- 
way, for a dance, for the heat was very great. In the 
meantime I had ample opportunities of observing the 
diflferent costumes of the savages, numbers of whom came 
over to talk to my boys before taking their way up the 
hill-side to the kraal. Some of the young men presented 
a very picturesque appearance. Their loins were girt 
with leathern girdles, fringed with magnificent cats'-tails, 
their heads were decorated with rosettes and tassels ; a 
warhom — beautifully and curiously worked in brass, copper, 
or tin wire, sometimes all three together — was hung round 
their necks and thrown behind them ; a bright coloured 
scarf thrown over one shoulder and passed under the oppo- 
site arm ; their legs were covered with buskins made from 
the white skin from under the belly of a buck, and each 
carried an assegai, often ornamented with wire embroidery 
on the handle, a short club, also ornamented, a tomahawk 
or a rifle, or sometimes an assortment of these different 
articles. At a little before twelve I took Clas with me, 
and began the ascent of the hill. I went by a different 
way this time, one which led me in and out of rocks and 
boulders, overhung by trees, a scrambling, delightful way. 
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giving one pretty glimpses of the valley and of the Elaffir 
huts clustering at the base of the hill. Every now and 
then some of Makapan's warriors would rash by me with a 
leap and a bounds and as they scaled the hill rapidly I 
could hear their yell and the discharge of their rifles as a 
salute to the chief's stockade as they entered it. Groups 
of girls also passed me^ their arms intertwined^ chattering 
and laughing until they saw me^ when they would stare for 
a minute and then go on. 

About half-way up I discovered that Moustache had 
followed me. He had kept in the background until he 
thought he was far enough from the waggon to avoid being 
sent back ; he now came forward with a conscious air^ 
wagged his tail, and gave an awkward sort of hop, as much 
as to say, " I hope you won't be angry ; but Fm here, and 
you can't send me back now ;'* and trotted on in front. 
He distrusted those men with rifle and assegai though ; 
he did not bark at them, and rush furiously after them, 
showing his white teeth by a vicious curling up of his 
nose, as was his wont with Kaffirs ; he put his head on 
one side, drooped his tail, cocked bis big flap ears, and 
endeavoured to take in the situation, but unsuccessfully. 
We at last got near the outer wall of the kraal, and heard 
a hum as of a mighty bee-hive, broken every now and then 
by a yell and a discharge of fire-arms. Moustache began 
to keep very close to me ; we were inside in a moment, and 
at the same moment amid a throng of excited men, 
women, and children, who filled up the narrow alleys 
through which we made our way to the stockade ; the 
hum was getting louder and louder ; I caught up Mous- 
tache, who looked around savagely as he sat up in my 
arms. 
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Makapan met me at the entrance of the stockade^ and 
spoke to me^ bat I coold not hear what he said for the din. 
Lining the stockade was a dense mass of women and 
children, talking, laughing, singing, yelling, and clapping 
their hands. Makapan made way for me to the front 
ranks and got me a chair. Just opposite to me there was 
a crowd of men, some dressed as I have described, some 
with bright coloured shirts, some with a waistcoat and a 
girdle of cats'-tails, some with only a woollen comforter 
crossed over their breasts, and a rag round their loins as 
their holiday costume ; others again in half -European 
dress, and others painted, some to represent skeletons, 
some merely daubed with colour, but all armed. Ever 
and anon one or more of these would rush into the area of 
the stockade with a yell, and dancing the war-dance, then 
enact some scene of warfare, casting himself on the 
ground, looking around cautiously, taking aim, firing, then 
perhaps tomahawking or assegaing his imaginary foe with 
such savage exultation, that it made my blood curdle, 
while the women clapped their hands, yelled, and even — 
sometimes becoming over-excited — rushed into the arena 
and did a frantic war- dance. Then after each exhibition 
there would be a race of a group of girls from one side 
to the other, before the next performer stepped forth, 
evidently to compare notes with friends as to the relative 
merits of the dancers. Four men particularly attracted 
my attention, not by their costumes, but by their 
good acting. One of these acted alone. His play 
was that he was defending the stockade from enemies 
who were creeping up through the mass of rock and 
tree below. He would look over the stockade, taking 
cover carefully, peer hither and thither, then swiftly level 
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his rifle^ and fire. He always killed his man^ and then the 
haughty way in which he would throw up his arm as he 
turned on his heel and pretended to reload (for I conclude 
they were firing blank -cartridge) was more expressive of 
defiance and satisfaction than any war-dance. The other 
three acted together. They were defending themselves 
from enemies who were close around them, but their 
imagination had transformed the stockade into brushwood, 
the sand that strewed it into long grass. I then, for the 
first time, saw what we have all read of at some time, I sup- 
pose, in some novel about the North American Indians — I 
mean the snake-like movement of a savage as he draws 
near his victim. These three savages darted into the arena 
and looked cautiously round, then suddenly dropped on 
the ground, their every muscle tense, their eyes strained; 
suddenly one, raising himself a little, appeared to catch 
a glimpse of something, his eyes Hterally seemed to start 
from their sockets, and as he grasped his comrade's arm 
with one hand, and pointed with the other towards some 
imaginary object, he trembled with excitement; then 
each grasping his arms they all moved — how, I really 
cannot say — they did not rise from the ground, they 
wriggled quickly along it like snakes ; in longish grass all 
that one would have seen would have been a slight waving ; 
now they were close to the stockade ; to bound up, fire, 
and fall prostrate once more was the work of a moment. 
These men were actors by nature. Sometimes their fire 
told, sometimes it did not \ sometimes an enemy would 
fall near them, and they would tomahawk or assegai him 
with savage delight, but with no waste of time ; at last 
one of them was wounded ; he crawled painfully back, 
and was helped by his comrades ; and that ended their 
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play. But numbers now were rusting forward ; the arena 
was a mass of yelling^ whooping savages ; and Moustache 
began to think affairs looked serious. 

Just then Makapan asked me to excuse him^ he said he 
had a dog of a friend of his under his charge^ that he had 
just heard it had broken loose^ that no one could catch it 
but he^ and that he must go and do so. As he was turn- 
ing away, my attention was suddenly arrested by seeing 
a gentleman, apparently an Englishman, step from the 
crowd and speak to him. Makapan shook h ands with 
him, and clapped him on the shoulder, then turned, and 

introduced him to me as Mr. N . He was a trader 

coming down from far up country with oxen, cows, 
and sheep, which he had traded. He was an Austrian, 
not an Englishman, and an educated, gentlemanly man — 
a wonderful person to meet in this out-of-the-way part of 
the world. 

As Makapan left me he clapped his acquaintance once 
more on the shoulder, and I blessed my stars that I was 
a woman, for I suppose it was owing to this fact that 
Makapan did not testify his friendly feelings to me in 
the same manner. I do not remember what became of 

Mr. N , for my attention was occupied with the 

savages ; I imagine he went away. Not long after, one 
of the* men, painted like a skeleton, made a set at me : 
first he glared at me till he caught my eye ; then he took 
me as his imaginary foe, and ended by bringing his 
assegai within half an inch of my nose. I think he^was 
disappointed that I did not scream. Another savage 
thought he would try whether I should be proof against 
a rifle brought into close proximity with my head; finding 
that I did not faint, he turned it towards a group of girls, 
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who screamed loudly enough to satisfy any one. I regret 
to state that Moustache's nerve failed him at this crisis — 
he made a yiolent effort to bolt, and had to be held, 
cowering and trembling, under my chair for the rest of 
the time I stayed in the stockade. 

Shortly after this, the sun being very hot, the odours 
from the crowd oppressive, and considerable monotony 
prevailing in the performances, I rose to depart, when the 
woman who had asked me for the looking-glass, and 
who could speak Boer dialect, told me I ought to remain 
until Makapan led his guard, the flower of his warriors, 
into the stockade; that, she said, would be a very 
splendid sight. I waited accordingly. Presently there 
was a lull amongst the savages, and the crowd opening 
nearly opposite to where I sat, a band of fine-looking 
Elaffirs, all be-cat-tailed, armed to the teeth, and with 
their long shields slung on their arms, advanced, dancing 
their slow war-dance, singing the accompanying war- 
song, and rattling their assegais against their shields. 
There is a peculiarity about this dance and song. I had 
seen and hecurd them once before, performed by some 
Kaffir levies on their way to the Zulu war. The dancers 
move very slightly, and their song is a chant more than 
a song, but it gives one the creeps to see and hear it ; 
it looks like the movement of men held in a leash, im- 
patient for it to be slipped ; and it sounds so threatening, 
like the muttering of a storm : one can imagine the yell 
that would burst forth if the leash were slipped and the 
blood-hounds let loose. They advanced thus into the 
middle of the arena, a hundred men perhaps; then 
opening their ranks Makapan and Stiirman jumped forth 
from their centre. Oh! such a pair! Makapan was 
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carefully attired in a gentleman's morning wrapper — 
brown, edged with red — and the girdle with its tassels 
bobbed np and down behind him ; under this he had a 
riding-suit and heavy boots with gaiters; on his head 
was a white French hat, very narrow in the brim and 
well turned up, with three ostrich- feathers stuck in it, all 
pointing straight forward; a kyrie (or short club) in his 
hand, completed his ^^ get up,'' and in this attire he did 
the clumsiest ''breakdown" I have ever witnessed, 
dancing opposite to his admiring subjects, and followed 
by his savage guard, who I think must have despised 
their leader, 

Sturman, in the meantime, dressed in a riding-costume, 
booted and gaitered, with a pith helmet on his head, a 
red handkerchief round his throat, and a kyrie in his hand, 
did a very frantic breakdown indeed — so frantic, that 
it made him very hot ; so he pulled off his neckerchief 
and threw it aside, then flung away his helmet ; and the 
last that I saw of Mr. Stiirman in the arena, just as I 
left the stockade, was that his attire had diminished to 
his shirt and breeches — the former article of dress having 
been freed from its confinement in the latter. The break- 
down was as frantic as ever. 

Moustache's delight when we got outside the precincts 
of the kraal was very great, but he showed it in a 
chastened manner, not by leaps and frisks, but by rub- 
bing himself against me, looking at me wistfully out of 
his little pig's eyes, and waving his absurdly long tail in 
an undulating manner. He was evidently offering up a 
canine thanksgiving for a special deliverance ! 

As I was going down the hill I met some women 
coming up, and they spoke to Clas. I asked him what 
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they had said, and he hesitated. This of course made me 
inqaisitive, so I pressed the point. Then he told me 
that these women had said that the feast was not yet 
ended ; that as a finale an ox was to be killed ; that one 
of its fore legs and one of its hind legs were to be hacked 
off at the hip and shoulder, and that then it was to be 
goaded until it died. This was to be the finale of the 
scene of which I had been a spectator. This was to be 
the culminating-point of the entertainment I had par- 
ticipated in — the honne^boiicke reserved for the people I 
had spoken to in friendliness ! 

I could not attempt to describe my feelings. To do 
Clas justice he expressed utter horror of the hideous idea. 
He said he had learnt better things since he knew the 
Christian religion — that he knew it was a sin to torture 
an animal ; and although I am certain missionaries have 
done a great deal of harm in some ways in Africa, if 
they only did this one piece of good, taught but this one 
lesson — they have certainly done one great work. 

When I reached my encampment I found a good many 
Kaffirs assembled talking to my boys, many of whom 
understood Boer dialect. I told Hendrick what I had 
heard. 

'^ Mind,*' said I, " if Makapan sends me any beef as 
he said he would, send it back, and say that we English 
do not eat the meat of an animal that has been tortured 
to death, or let it be eaten by our servants; that we 
would rather starve than encourage such an atrocity as 
ha allows to be committed in his kraal/' 

Hendrick remonstrated in a low voice, to the effect 
that it was not prudent to offend Makapan; but I was too 
much disgusted with the savage and his savages to care ; 
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and, as from Hendrick's remarks I became aware that 
the Kaffirs understood what I was saying, I said some- 
thing stronger for their benefit. The result of this was 
that Makapan sent me some goat^s meat, and a message 
to the effect that not only was it not his custom to kill 
oxen as aboye described, but that he had killed no ox at 
all on this occasion — only a goat. I knew this was a lie 
told to calm me down, and I said so to Stiirman who 
brought the message. As to the meat, I let the. boys 
eat it, and contented myself with some fat pork 7 Had 
bought the day before-aad horrible greasy stuff it was. 
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CHAPTER XXVm. 

I HAD traded too much com to take on one waggon^ bat 
I heard that I could get a waggon and oxen at the 
Mission Station to bring it up to Pretoria for me. I 
bought several large closed baskets of a curious manu- 
facture special to the Elaffirs^ to store what I had to leave 
behind me in^ and Makapan promised to take care of it 
for me. He and Mapeela^ a greater chief than Makapan^ 
who came to visit him^ rode down to my waggon the 
next day. Makapan wanted me to lend him one of my 
horses, but I told him I never lent my horses. The 
chiefs and Hendrick had a shooting-match with their 
rifles and my rifle for a bottle of brandy ; Hendrick, not 
I, to stand the brandy. I think Mapeela won ; I do not 
quite remember whether it was he or Makapan. I left 
them to their own devices, as they thought fit to let my 
driver enter into competition with them. Mapeela pre- 
tended not to be able to understand Boer dialect, but he 
could both understand and speak it. 

Hendrick informed me that he wished to buy Eclipse ; 
I could see in his eye that he coveted the horse as he 
looked at him ; but whether he offered a hundred pounds 
for him as Hendrick said, I do not know, for I refused 
any offer that he might make. I fancy his offer was a 
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high one, for lie looked surprised at my refusal. At that 
moment I admitted distinctly to myself that trading was 
not my forte. Fancy a " Smouse '^ refusing to make eighty 
pounds clear profit ! After this I found that it was a stand- 
ing joke amongst Boers I passed, that I would not sell 
Eclipse for any money. I think they somehow respected 
me for it, probably because it gave them an idea that I 
was very rich — I don't think it could be for any other 
reason. Thinking of Eclipse, I was very near forgetting to 
describe Mapeela. He is a big, sensual, and violent-looking 
man. He was dressed in a riding-suit and a white French 
hat ; wore his waistcoat a little open, and showed a white 
shirt ; had a necktie and a pin in it, white cuffs, and a 
ring on his finger. He affected more airs and graces than 
Makapan, and I liked him less. 

And now, before leaving Makapan, I must record two 
things : one, that it struck me that Hendrick was a little 
afraid of these wild Kaffirs; and secondly, that my 
brandy gave me a great deal of trouble. The difficulty 
I had to prevent myself being forced into doing what I 
had said I would not do, was a constant worry. It was 
impossible to sell by the bottle, for the good reason that 
my purchasers had no bottles, or at least very few. They 
had old tins that had once had paraffin in them, and old 
oil tins, and tin mugs, and little and big gourds hollowed 
out, and sometimes they had small medicine bottles, or 
old sauce bottles. Then they would worry me perpetually 
to sell them sixpence worth of brandy ; but this I always 
refused to do ; and I used to hunt them away from the 
waggon when they wanted to drink brandy there. 

" We won't tell,'' they used to say. Of course I ^new 
that. ^' Every trader sells us ' tots * — ^what is the law 

X 2 
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here?'^ they would say. Of course I knew that too. 
One old gentleman, after vainly begging me to sell him 
a sixpenny ^' tot/' paused^ then said, ^^ I want to make 
you a present,^' and offered me a sixpence. This is a 
common way of evading the law; you don't sell, you 
accept, and give a present ! I astonished the old gentle- 
man by dismissing him summarily. He was a curious 
specimen. He had been brought up amongst the Boers, 
had lived amongst them and dressed like them for years, 
and now he was accustomed to walk about in the most 
outrageously light costume, not from poverty but from 
choice. 

The day I left Makapan's-poort, as I was crossing the 
stream after the waggon, which had gone a little ahead, 
I heard horses' hoofs coming rapidly after me. The 
riders were Makapan and an attendant bearing an empty 
paraffin tin. He wanted another pull at the brandy ! 
He got it ; shook hands with Hendrick and Glas, then 
put out his paw to me, as Mapeela had done the day 
before. That affair about the ox made me extremely 
dislike to touch the savage ; but one can hardly refuse 
to give a man one's hand when one has voluntarily gone 
into his territory ; so I held out mine, which he shook 
heartily; and turning our horses we cantered away in 
opposite directions. 

The bush- veldt was now a desert, all the Boers had 
treked to their farms. It was getting late in the season, 
the weather was very hot— so hot that it was impossible 
to trek in the middle of the day. At noon one lay under 
a bush, or under the waggon if one could not get a leafy 
bush (and most of the bushes are thorn and don't give 
much shade), and panted. Under these circumstances, 
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to be reduced to eat rice and pig's fat, and drink tea 
without milk, for breakfast, luncheon and dinner, is the 
reverse of agreeable, but there was nothing else to eat. 

One morning as I was riding in front of the waggon I 

saw Mr. N outspanned and having early coffee. I rode 

over, and as I did so a young zebra frisked up to Eclipse, 
and turned up his pretty little nose at him with a vicious 
grin, which affected Eclipse's nerves so much that he 

pretended he was going to rear. Mr. N asked me 

to dismount, and while he was giving me some coffee the 
zebra tried to upset the sugar-bowl, and being hunted 
away, watched his opportunity, kicked the little table 
over, and having broken some crockery, and sent the 
sugar-bowl flying, ate up the sugar, and then trotted up 
to his master in a perfectly artless way, and rubbed his 

taper white nose on that gentleman's coat. Mr. N 

had a young leopard there who excited Roughy's curiosity, 
and who nearly caught hold of Roughy's tail, to the 
great discomfiture of the latter. 

A little farther on we met a Boer, going, I think, to the 
wood-bush. Hendrick managed to get some Boer biscuits 
from this man, who came over afterwards to my waggon, 
and to whom, at his request, I gave some pig's fat. He, 
and a friend who was with him, had not tasted anything 
but biscuits for several days, so the fat was a luxury to 
them, and the biscuits were a luxury to me. 

A little farther on Mr. N picked me up. He 

wanted to buy some Kaffir corn and came to my waggon. 
His zebra came with him, and thought he would like to 
taste the com as it was being measured out ; so he piUi 
his head in the sack and twirled round and round, with' 
his head representing a pivot, kicking the whole time 
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until he had gratified his fancy. He kicked even at his 
master, whose feelings were so hurt that he asked for the 
whip. 

I rode into the Mission Station with Mr. N . We 

met a young missionary, to whom I bowed, and asked him 

whether Mr. and Mrs. B were still at the station^ 

or had moved permanently to their new farm of Sand- 
fontein. He said they had moved. It happened that I 

had heard Mr. N speak in German to him before 

I addressed him, and so I spoke to him also in German. 
He was the new missionary ; judge of my astonishment, 
when I heard from himself and others that he could speak 
neither EngUsh, Dutch, Boer dialect,nor any Kaffir tongue; 
and yet he had been some time in the colony and was a 
missionary ! 

While I was at this place, an incident happened which 
gave me some concern. One evening Hendrick asked 
me if he might go a-visiting, and I gave him leave. 
Then little Hendrick asked me if he might go and play 
with some friends, and I said he might on one condition. 
The hut or cottage he was going to was not far from the 
waggon, and I told him I should hang up a piece of candle 
at the back of the waggon in the lantern, and that when 
he saw that it was burnt out he must come home and go to 
bed. These two had not long departed when Pete asked 
me if he might go. I said he might not ; that I objected 
to being left alone, in case of anything going wrong with 
the oxen. He submitted with a good grace, and to show 
him I was pleased with him, I said, " I know it is a little 
hard on you, Pete, as this is the last night you will be 
here, but it can^t be helped. Tou have been behaving 
well lately, so here is a ' tot ' for you, and go to bed/* 
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I drew him a '^ tot/^ then lay down on my own bed, 
which I had made just behind the waggon, near the cask 
of brandy, and also near the horses. I heard Pete lie 
down towards the &ont of the waggon. I remained 
awake, for I made it a rule never to go to sleep if any of 
the boys were away. Little Hendrick came back so 
soon as the light was pat out, and lay down alongside 
of Pete. Shortly after Eclipse got uneasy. I called 
Pete, but getting no answer I got up and went to ascer- 
tain what was the matter with the horse. He had been 
apparently startled by something. I thought that I 
would go and see whether Pete was in his place. It was 
very dark, but at last I made out that he was not. I woke 
little Hendrick after waiting for a while, but found he 
was too stupid with sleep to understand anything. I 
did not like to leave the waggon, so waited until Hen- 
drick came back, which he did soon. I saw he had had 
rather too much KafBr beer. He was not drunk, but 
excited. I told him that Pete was missing, and added, 
as I was going to lie down again, — 

"It seems he is determined to get his five-and- 
twenty.'^ 

At this moment Pete himself emerged from the dark- 
ness, and said, — 

'' Oh ! am I to be punished for no offence ? I only 
went away for a minute to that fioer's waggon that is 
outspanned there .^' 

The waggon was at a very little distance. 

'' You have been some time away, Pete,'' said I, '' and 
if you had only been to that Boer's waggon, you would 
have heard me call you, for I called you repeatedly. I 
am quite certain you are telling a lie, and that you went 
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away to get drink; but you have not been very long 
away, and you are not drunk, so I will not punish you 
this time, for I have no absolute proof against you. It 
is a lucky thing for yourself that you failed in getting 
drink, or when I treked out of the village to-morrow I 
should have had you tied up and given twenty-five lashes. 
I never told you what my punishment for you would be. 
Now you know it, and will, I hope, remember it. Now 
go to bed." 

But instead of going to bed I could see Pete by the 
flickering light of the lantern dancing and shifting about 
in the most remarkable manner, and with an expression 
of very great dread on his face. 

"Don't make a fool of yourself," quoth I, ''but go 
to bed at once, unless you wish to make me angry 
with you." 

" He is going to beat me with the double whip," he 
said, still dancing about. 

I turned, and there I saw Hendrick with the long 
driver's whip in his hand also dancing about. I saw 
their tactics then. Hendrick was trying to get a sly cut 
at Pete, and Pete was taking cover. / was his cover. 
Hendrick, in his excited state, looked rather demoniacal; 
but I could hardly keep my gravity in spite of the 
unpleasantness of the situation ; for those two savage- 
looking wretches dancing about in the dark, and the idea 
of how the group would look if I could only see myself 
between them, tickled me amazingly. 

'' Put that whip down, Hendrick," said I. '* You must 
not touch Pete without my orders." 

" He is my forelooper," quoth Hendrick, ''and I must 
correct him." 
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And the dancing went on. 

'' That is not the way that I allow my servants to speak 
to me/' said I. " Give me that whip directly/' 

He hesitated a moment, then with a sullen look gave 
me the whip. 

^' Now both of you go to bed at once, and do not let 
me hear a sound from either of you," said I. 

And I saw them both in their blankets before I lay 
down again; but hardly had I done so when I heard 
Hendrick's voice. 

'^ You had better be quiet, Hendrick/' said I, " or I 
shall punish you/' 

** Pete is only waiting for me to go to sleep to knock 
my brains out with a yoke-skey/' said he. 

'' It's a He," growled Pete. 

^^ You've got one ready in your hand," cried 
Hendrick. 

I stood up once more, and went over to the two 
worthies. I found that Pete was up again. He said 
that he was afraid of Hendrick, and he looked as if he 
were. If he had had a yoke-skey in his hand he had 
none then. I stooped to try if I could find any missiles 
in his bed, and my eye was caught by a hat, which was 
unlike any hat belonging to my boys, lying close to 
Pete's blankets. 

" Whose hat is this ? " I asked, on the point of taking 
hold of it, when a dark face peered from under it. 
'^ Who are you ? Get out of this at once 1 " I exclaimed. 
But the face scowled, and the figure it belonged to rose 
gradually. '^ Quick with the double whip, Hendrick," I 
cried. " You shall get it hot ! " 

Hendrick was by the side of my bed where .the whip 
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lay^ and back in an instant; bnt the fellow was too quick. 
He had bolted into the darkness^ and to my astonishment 
not only he, but another ruffian, who rose from my very- 
feet. I must almost have trodden on him. Of course 
Pete was astonished, and Hendrick was astonished. 
There was no proof, but it did not look nice. I suspected 
Pete, and Hendrick averred that he did. 

The next morning I had business at a farm lying at 
some little distance. Just as I was saddling, the Boer 
whose waggon had been 6utspanned near mine asked me 
to sell him two bottles of brandy. I drew the brandy 
for him, and mounted my horse. Now I always carried 
the key of the tap of the brandy-cask and the key of the 
waggon-box in a leather pocket on a broad belt which I 
wore day and night, and it was so much my habit to pat 
my finger in this pocket every time I mounted, to see 
that all was safe, that it had become purely a mechanical 
movement. I cannot absolutely remember whether I did 
this or not on that occasion, but I have little doubt that 
I did. I rode to and from the farm pretty sharply, for I 
was in a hurry to get back to the waggon. When I got 
back I found the keys were not in my pocket. I looked 
everywhere for them fruitlessly, but at last I discovered 
that the stitching of the leather to the belt had given vray 
in one part, and although it would have been difficult for 
the keys to slip through, still I had ridden at a very 
sharp canter, and it was possible. This was vexatious, 
but it could not be helped. 

I started the next day for Pretoria, taking the direct 
Waterberg transport road. I found that I could not 
get a waggon to return for the com left at Makapan's- 
poort, and I had only to make up my mind to return for 
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it from Pretoria^ after selling what I had up. I started 
the waggon, and rode over to Sandfontein myself to bid 

good-bye to Mr. and Mrs. B . After having no one 

to talk to.except Boers for a long time^ it is refreshing to 

get amongst such people as the B s. I remained to 

dinner^ and then delayed^ talking and thinking very little * 
of the time^ until the rays of the setting sun shone into 
my eyes through the window^ and awakened me to the fact 
that I had a long ride across country before me, and a 
country that I did not know into the bargain^ and that I 
had not an hour of daylight, or even twilight to count on. 
I was off as soon as possible. I knew that I had to keep 
in towards the Waterberg hiUs^ until I came to a road 
running close to their base through thick high bush. 
The vrind had become very high, and there were heavy 
clouds gathering swiftly. I rode as fast as I could, but 
it is not easy to ride very fast over a feldt full of holes, 
covered with long grass, and thickly studded in many 
parts with little thorn bushes ; besides, it was soon pitch 
dark. However, I got the road, and, soon after crossing 
a stream, I saw a light which I knew must be in. the 
farm-house of Jan Steen, near which my waggon was to 
outspann. After a few minutes more I was greeted by 
Hendrick and Pete. The camp-fire was made in a hollow 
of the ground to try to keep the wind off, but it was 
blowing a hurricane now, and the fire had become so 
disorderly that cooking was not to be attempted, and 
Hendrick had cooked and kept my supper for me in the 
house of an old Kaffir " Swartboy,'^ Clasps father, and 
a retainer of De Clerc's and De Plessis, whose houses 
were quite close to Jan Steen's. Young De Plessis came 
over to the waggon, and asked me to sleep in his ho use 



3i6 A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 

but I felt too anxious about the waggon ; besides that, 
in such a storm, the horses, or at least Eclipse, were likely 
to get frightened, and to listen to reason from me alone. 
So I slept close to the waggon under an enormous tree, 
and sheltered by its trunk. Behind it I could not sleep^ 
the sand was driving so furiously before the wind. 
During the night the dogs seemed restless, but I could 
neither hear nor see anything. To say the truth the 
wind roared so much, and the darkness was so dense, that 
it would have been strange if I could. 

The next day it was evident that rain was near — heavy 
rain too. The Boers were very unhappy about my having 
lost the key of the tap, because I could not get them any 
brandy. They tried to put an old tap which had a key 
into the barrel, but it did not work. Then they showed 
me a way of displacing the tap, drawing oflF a bucket of 
brandy, and replacing it without its appearing to have 
been removed ; and this suggested certain novel ideas to 
me. They got their brandy, however, and were happy. 
There was a perpetual trotting backwards and forwards 
from their cottages to the waggon. A Boer or Boeress 
delights in buying by driblets, thus spinning out the 
amusement. 

On one of these occasions I asked De Clerc if he could 
sell me a sheep. He said he would consult his wife. 
After a time he came back, and said that sheep were 
scarce, but as he regarded me as a friend, he would let 
me have one for a pound ; and of course I had to give 
him the pound, which he pocketed, assuring me all the 
while that if his father had not taught him that he 
ought to help travellers he would not have let me have 
the sheep at all. He then asked me to give him a ''tot," 
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but as I found that the giving of '' tots '^ was a very 
losing concern, I declined. He looked very angry. 

'^ Well/' said he, ^' it is of no consequence. I have 
plenty of money to buy with ; but if you do not help 
others you cannot expect others to help you. Who can 
tell ? a little act of kindness done to me might pay you in 
the long-run/' &c., &c. 

He evidently wished me to see the giving of " tots '' in 
the light of a Christian daty. 

'' Now,'' he went on, '^ I let you have that sheep/' 

This was rather too much. 

'^I think, Mr. De Clerc," said I very politely, "you 
forget that I let you have that hat for nothing, for you 
did not even take me to the lion hunt, and all because 
you said you had no money, but wanted it very badly." 

The old fellow collapsed at once. 

" You are right," he said, looking very sheepish. 
'' Let us talk no more about it. I will buy a bottle of 
brandy." 

He did so. 

" Now," said he, " let us drink to our friendship." 

" I will pledge you in water, if that will do," said I. 
So we pledged each other. 

I have not described De Clerc. He was a tall, athletic 
man, with a trace of his French origin still lingering 
about him. A handsome man, with grey beard and hair, 
a well-cut nose, fine, rather cruel-looking lips, and blazing, 
black eyes under shaggy eyebrows. 

A little later on he was lolling against .the waggon, and 
some remark was made by me as to the untruthfulness of 
the Kaffirs. I think I was guilty of uttering some plati- 
tude to the effect that honesty is the best policy. 
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De Clerc turned his black eyes on me, and said in an 
nndertone, — 

''Then how about this treachery between you and 
Willem ? '* meaning De Plessis. 

'' Oh I " said I, '' I thought you were supposed not 
to know about those feathers. You mean that, I 
suppose ? *' 

'' Don't talk 'so loud," said he. '' I will keep your 
secret/' 

'' Thanks/' said I, " there is no secret of mine to be 
kept. It is De Plessis's secret, not mine ; for now that I 
know that it was unlawful in me to buy them, I shall 
either declare them, or not keep them." 

''You had better not do that," said De Clerc. "I 
will keep your secret." 

" What you had better do," said I, " is to come over 
to Willem's, and hear what I have to say to him about 
the feathers. I am going there now." 

De Clerc said he was just going home, and departed. 
I went to De Plessis's cottage, not a stone's throw from 
De Clerc's, and awaited him there, but he did not come. 

I must say a word about this cottage. It was a mad- 
hut, of small dimensions. The little bedroom was only 
curtained off from the other room — that is to say, there 
was but one room in the house ; but going into that hut 
you felt as if you were in a drawing-room. There was 
very little furniture, and it was very simple ; but every- 
thing was clean and fresh. 

Haying waited for a time I thought I had better begin 
about the feathers. I said, — 

" Your father-in-law spoke to me about those feathers 
this—" 
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" My father-in-law ! " gasped De Plessis. '^ Wliat, does 
he know of them ? '^ 

*' Didn't yon know he knew ? '' asked I. 

Poor De Plessis's face was snjBicient answer. In this 
dilemma they (Willem and his wife) sent for Mrs. De 
Clerc. The old gentleman had kept the matter dark 
from her as well as from them. I began to supect that 
he had some deep game in hand^ bat I said nothing. 
His three relations were in dismay, 

'' Now,'' said I, *' you see I did not know that I was 
doing an illegal act when I bought those feathers. I 
know now that I am liable to a fine of 500Z. if it is found 
out that I did buy them. When I get up to Pretoria, 
and want to sell them, people will ask where I got them." 

" Ton can say you bought them in driblets from the 
Kaflirs," suggested Mrs. De Clerc. 

" Unfortunately that would not be true," I remarked. 

*' Oh 1 it don't matter about that," said De Plessis, quite 
simply. *' Ton have only to tell them so; they won't 
find out." 

'* Unfortunately," said I, "I have an objection to 
telling lies." 

'• It's a mere matter of business," said De Plessis. 

*' It may be your way of doing business," said I ; ''it 
is not mine. That being understood, I will tell you what 
I am going to do, and then you can tell me what you 
are going to do. I am going to do one of three things. 
I will return the feathers to you if you will return the 
money to me. I know you worked hard for that bird, 
and that you have a struggle to keep up this nice little 
home as nicely as you keep it ; therefore, I will take off 
whatever profit I made on the goods, and let you have 
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them at cost price. If yoa will do this the affair ceases 
to have any farther interest to me, as I shall be rid of 
the feathers. Or, if yoa choose, I wiU go with yoa to 
the Landrost of Nilstrom, and we will tell him the story 
as it stands. Yoa say yoa can swear that the bird's mate 
was dead. Perhaps that makes a difference in law, and 
he may decide in oar favoar, and let matters stand 
as they do. If you don't like either of these plana then 
I shall go to the Landrost of Nilstrom, and tell him that 
I bonght the feathers without knowing that I was 
doing an unlawful act, and ask what I am to do with 
them, and whatever he tells me to do I shall do. I shall 
not mention your name unless I am forced to do so ; but 
I may be forced." 

The three looked very blank. Then there commenced 
a grand pow-wow. It is no use denying that this paying 
back of the money was a very serious affair to poor De 
Plessis. He was still in debt — and in debt to his father- 
in-law ; and it seems that the father-in-law used to make 
himself unpleasant about the debt. Living as these 
Boers did, and as most Boers do, all squeezed up 
together — seeing each other constantly — with the terrible 
habit of running in and out of each others' houses, 
developed to an alarming extent, an unpleasant father- 
in-law assumes the same proportions as an unpleasant 
mother-in-law in better regulated communities. 

I was very sorry for De Plessis. He, on his part, was 
overwhelmed by his misfortune, and to do him credit, 
he seemed to be most deeply affected by his father-in- 
law's perfidy. '^He wants to ruin me,'* he went on 
saying, '^ and I never have done him any harm.'' Under 
these circumstances the two women took the matter in 
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liand, and the deliberate advice given by two very ex- 
cellent specimens of the female Boer — a people, we are 
told by themselves, and some others, remarkably Chris- 
tian — ^was, that De Plessis should go with me to the 
Landrost and swear — take his solemn oath — that he had 
found the ostrich dead in the feldt. They urged this as 
the best and safest proceeding, using all the little arts 
they knew of to make it out a very venial deviation 
from the truth. 

Willem and I sat listening to them. I assumed a 
'^ know-nothing '' expression ; De Plessis listened eagerly. 
When they had said all they had to say, he sat quite 
still ; I could see his face working j there was a great 
struggle going on ; then his eyes filled, and vrith a catch 
in his voice he said, — 

'^No ! I cannot forswear myself for sixteen pounds! 
Mrs. Hedwick (his version of my name), I will pay you 
the money ; send the feathers back secretly to-night.'' 

^' I am so glad you say that,*' was my reply ; " I should 
not have liked to know that you were not an honest 
fellow, Willem. Now you understand why I would not 
tell a lie about those feathers ; a lie to me is what a false 
oath is to you." 

De Plessis said, " Yes, I understand," and we shook 
hands. " But," he added, " never again do I go into that 
man's house. He may come here, but I won't go there." 

He did go, however, but I don't think it was willingly. 

I had not done with this little incident yet, for I had 
made up my mind to have it out with De Clerc ; so, after 
leaving De Plessis, I walked over to De Clerc's house. 
This was very different from the one I had left. It was 
much larger, and there was more furniture in it. I think 

T 
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there were two rooms, bat it had the frowzy look commoQ 
to Boers' houses. I found De Clerc alone, which was 
just what I wanted. He was delighted to see me, and 
we sat down and began to talk. After a while I said, — 

" Oh I about those feathers.'' 

*' Don't let the matter trouble you," he replied; 
*' you can trust me, but still, if you really think it better 
and safer for you not to keep them, you can let me have 
them and I will give you fourteen pounds." (N.B. Two 
pounds less than De Plessis had asked for them. This 
had been his game all through.) 

" Thanks," said I ; " I have just been speaking to your 
son-in-law on the subject, and we have settled the matter 
satisfactorily. Although it is unnecessary to give par- 
ticulars, I may say that both he and I shall lose by our 
arrangement, but that we shall have the satisfaction of 
knowing that we have behaved honestly." 

The old fellow looked at me. 

'^ But," I continued, " this is not what I wanted to 
say with regard to the feathers; do you remember a 
conversation we had before I went to Makapan's-poort, 
when you asked me where one could find a more Chris- 
tian nation than your nation ? " 

'^ Yes, I remember." 

'*Well," I continued, "as an influential member of 
that nation, I should like to know whether you consider 
it Christian-hke to spy out your son-in-law's errors, and 
afterwards, instead of speaking of them to him, to try 
to make mischief by talking of them to a stranger like 
myself?" 

De Clerc began to stammer out excuses without look- 
ing me in the face. 
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" It is no use trying to get out of it, Mr. De Clerc," 
said I ; *' what I want you to tell me is, whether this is 
the sort of thing that the Bible tells you is right ? Look 
up to Heaven and tell me whether you think that 
in doing as you have done by your child's husband 
you believe you have done right in the sight of 
God ? '' 

De Olerc hesitated, then said, — 

" No/' 

" And now,'' said I, " do not you think that it is very 
disgraceful of you, who, you told me yourself, are a 
leader amongst a nation that prides itself on its Chris- 
tianity, to require a lesson in Christianity from one of a 
nation which you hate, and consider beneath you in this 
respect?'' He had tried to interrupt me, saying, — 
'' Pray let that be," but I went on. For a moment he 
sat silent, then he said, — 

'^ Yes, I thank you for the good lesson." 

I put out my hand, and he took it. I said, — 

/'We can shake hands now. Do you remember that 
we pledged our friendship a little while ago ? If I had 
not pledged you, perhaps I should not have spoken to 
you as I have just done ; but having once called you my 
friend, I could not do otherwise." 

I believe the man understood me, and I know he 
seemed to like me much better after this affair, but it 
did not prevent his calumniating De Pies sis and trying 
to make me dislike him. He told me that De Plessis 
had neglected Dandy while he had him, had overworked 
him, and given him no mealeas or forage. He knew this 
was a tender point with me. 

His wiEe was present when he said this, and she 
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immediately said, " He lies. Willem gave Dandy forage 
every day/' 

I said, '^ You must not tell me that, Mr. De Clera 
I only required to look at the horse to know that he had 
not been overworked, and that he had been fed well 
while Willem had him.'' 

I may mention that I incidentally found out that Dandy 
had once belonged to De Clerc's brother, who had taken 
him to Dammerland, and there sold him to the man who 
put him up to auction. His name had been " Bennevinn " 
in those days. I think it was in the afternoon of this 
day that I rode over to the farm of a neighbouring 
magistrate, a very respectable Boer, descended from a 
German family. His wife, who was similarly descended, 
was a very good woman, and the children were all well 
brought up. They were not at all like Boers; quiet, 
gentle people, very superior in every way. Their farm 
was very pretty to look at, but was spoilt for practical 
purposes by the failure of water. Some years before, 
it, in common with the rest of Waterberg, was well 
watered. Now all the springs are drying up. This is, 
perhaps, due to some of those curious caprices observable 
in volcanic countries, for Waterberg is very volcanic. 
In many places signs of this are obvious, without taking 
the hot springs into account. 

On returning late from this farm I missed Pete, and 
on asking where he was, I heard that he had left the 
oxen committed to his care, to stray where they would, 
and had disappeared. Now at this time of the year 
a plant grows in certain parts of the feldt which 
is poisonous to oxen, and I was very much displeased. 
He did not come back either that night or the next 
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morning. On cross- questioning little Hendrick, he said 
that he had heard Pete's voice in a large Kaffir kraal 
which was on Jan Steen's farm. I felt sure that ho 
wanted to hide away until I had gone, being afraid of 
punishment, so I went to the magistrate I have men- 
tioned above, and requested that Pete might be caught 
and punished. Two Kaffirs were despatched secretly to 
the kraal to catch him, in the meantime I looked at 
some oxen, and arranged to buy them. The magistrate 
was at De Clerc's house paying a visit, and two of tho 
oxen were his. Presently there was a general stir 
noticeable among the Kaffirs hanging about the place, 
and I knew that Pete was coming — ^and the next minute 
I saw him running, with his hands tied behind him, in 
front of the two Kaffirs who had been sent for him. 1 
felt I was in for it now. I had said that this man was to 
have twenty-five lashes the next time he oSended, and 
he had offended very grossly ; of course, he must have 
them, but it was the first time , I had ever ^ seen a man 
flogged. The instant that Pete reached the waggon, 
looking like a hunted baboon, Hendrick flew at him, 
tripped him up, and had him tied to the disselboom by 
his wrists in a twinkling of the eye. The demon in the 
man was loose, he looked as if he would have liked to 
tear Pete to pieces, and he scowled at me when I made 
him untie the prisoner, and told him to wait until the 
magistrate should come. In the meantime I explained 
to Pete that he was going to get his twenty-five lashes 
all the same. How that fellow did grovel to me, to be 
sure ! How he called me his dear missus ! iiis good, 
kind missus I How abjectly he twisted himself about 
before me ! At last he started the happy thought that 
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he would pay a fine to me, which was absurd on the 
face of it ; for he had to my knowledge no money, having 
drawn on his wages for clothing until all I owed him 
was about four shillings. In the meantime the magis- 
trate and the other Boers, besides a crowd of E^affirs, 
had arrived on the scene of action. Jan Steen, a funny- 
looking man with a crumpled up face, bristling black 
hair, and bead-Uke eyes, looked like a weasel that has 
caught sight of a rat ; De Glerc had a bloodthirsty look 
about him, and gloated hungrily on Pete; even Willem 
De Flessis looked excited. The magistrate alone was 
calm. He began to examine Pete, and asked him 
whether he had any complaint against me. Pete said, — 

^^ No ; never have I had such a good mistress ; I eat 
the same food that she does ; and even the other evening 
she gave up some of her own dinner to me because ^e 
thought I had not had enough.'' 

The men sent to fetch him deposed that they had 
found him in the kraal, and that he had pulled out a 
knife and resisted fiercely until they tied his hands. Of 
his repeated offences there could be no doubt ; it only 
remained to be decided what his punishment was to be. 

'^ Twenty-five lashes,'' said the magistrate. 

There was an eager movement amongst the Dutch; 
Jan Steen seized him. 

" Sir I sir I " cried Pete ; " I will pay — I will pay." 

'^ Stop," said the magistrate ; *' what did you say, that 
you will pay f " 

'' I will pay three pounds," cried Pete. 

'' Don't let him I off with him ! flog him ! " snarled 
the assembled Boers. 

" He can't pay," said I, "for he has no money." 
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" This man will lend me money/^ cried Pete, pointing 
to a Kaffir, who tliat very morning had assured me that 
he had no money and wanted me to let him have a pair 
of boots on credit. 

"Stay,^' said the magistrate, "by law, Pete, if you 
can pay three pounds you can escape the flogging/' 

The Boers were furious, and between them and the 
Kaffirs, all of whom were talking at the top of their 
voices, it was very difficult to make my voice heard. 

"Have I, as Pete's employer, any voice in this 
matter ? '' asked I. 

" Of course you have/' shouted the Boers ; " flog him ! " 

" But have I by law ? " I asked again. 

The magistrate hesitated, then said, — * 

"Yes; you can insist on his being flogged if you 
choose." 

" Then," said I, " I do insist." 

" I daresay he will be better in future," said the poor 
magistrate, whilst the assembled Boers scowled at him. 

'^ I don't think he is likely to be improved by finding 
that I don't carry out my threat, or by another man 
paying three pounds to get him off," said I ; ^ you have 
said I can choose his punishment, and I choose twenty- 
five lashes; the quicker he gets it, the quicker this 
painful scene will be over/' 

They were round him in a minute those Boers and 
Hendrick, like hounds round a fox. They tripped him 
up, they pulled him about and yelped over him, 
Jan Steen was the foremost. It was a disgusting 
spectacle. 

" Look here," cried I, in a rage^ '* if you don't leave 
that man alone I'll send every one of you away from my 
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waggon ; he is to be pmushed — ^not tortured; stand back 
all of you/' 

A very cool speech^ as it stmck me afterwards, con- 
sideriBg tbat my waggon was outspanned on these men's 
ground, but they stood back. He got his five-and- 
twenty. I waited to see him get ap before I made up 
my mind as to whether I would keep him in my service 
or not ; as he stood up, he turned savagely to me, — 

'* Thank you, missis,'* he said, '' give me something to 
drink ; I am almost dead.** 

He had not had a severe beating by any means^ but 
his rage was almost killing him I could see. 

•' Give him some water quickly,'* I said, but he dashed 
it from him. 

" I want brandy, brandy,** he said hoarsely, and then 
in Zulu he said, what I understood (and rightly) to be, 
that he would complain of me in Pretoria, which under 
the circumstances was of course absurd. 

I took the money I owed him out of my purse and 
gave it to him. 

''I may stop, may I not, missus?** he said. 

He was cooling rapidly. 

" No,** I said, '^ you have had your punishment and 
been insolent — now go,** and he went. 

I was sitting by the waggon in the evening, at the 
camp-fire, little Hendrick and a few Kafiirs from the 
kraal were squatted chatting. They .were talking Boer 
dialect, and as I sat apart from them they probably, if 
they remembered that I was there at all, thought I could 
not uiiderstand them: A little time before I should not 
have understood their gabble. One man was telling how 
Pete had bought a goat, and some fowls, and how he 
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had seen him pull a handful of sovereigns out of his 
pocket. I let the fellow go on until he changed his 
subject ; then I called to him and asked him to repeat 
what he had said about Pete. He instantly shuffled^ but 
as I told him that I had understood what he had said at 
the fire, he repeated it all correctly to me. I then sent 
him back to the others^ got out my account-book^ and 
examined my money. It was all quite correct —the in- 
ference therefore was, that Pete had been robbing the 
waggon^ and selling. I knew that he had no money^ 
honestly come by, and this discovery only corroborated 
a suspicion I had conceived when his friend offered to 
pay three pounds for him. I said nothings but the next 
morning, instead of starting, I told what I had heard to 
the magistrate, and he agreed that Pete should be caught 
again and examined. The KafBrs said they were afraid 
to go to catch him, and the gentle magistrate was 
obliged to ask me to bribe to the extent of half-a-crown 
each if they brought him ; to this I agreed. 

This time there was a grand conclave in Jan Steen^s 
cottage — a cottage as large as De Clerc's, but more untidy 
and dirtier. The whole Steen family, although related 
to the De Clercs, were very low-class Boers. The 
magistrate had papers and ink, and witnesses were called, 
and everything was supposed to be going to be con- 
ducted in a strictly business-like manner. 

After the prisoner was brought in (in a very defiant 
state of mind) everybody began talking at once; then 
the magistrate called to order, and in the course of 
examination — the examination being conducted by all 
the assembled Boers according as an idea struck them — 
Pete called De Clerc " uncle,'' upon which De Clerc re- 
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marked he was not his uncle — Pete^ while there was a 
panse in the proceedings^ owing to one of the witnesses 
being absent^ sat down on a chair^ and was indignantly 
told to stand up or squat — Hendrick^ who was present 
as a witness^ and old Swartboy, who was present as a 
spectator^ began to chaff each other; Jan Steen joined 
in, and no order at all could be restored until I told 
Hendrick that I should send him out of the room if he 
were not silent. He was the chief offender on this occa- 
sion, but yet, as I looked at him, I cou]d not but admit 
in my mind that he was the most gentlemanly-mannered 
man in the room. After a sitting of several hours, it 
was made evident that Pete had stolen articles from my 
waggon, and had disposed of them to the Kaffirs, and 
had afterwards treated them and been treated in return 
with brandy bought from me, and not only this, but at 
the very time that we were searching for Pete gold had 
been brought to Jan Steen by a Kaffir of his own, to 
be changed into silver, the money being brought from 
and returned to Pete. 

I must here remark that there is a law in the Trans- 
vaal which says that no intoxicating drink may be sold 
to a Kaffir, without permission from his master, either 
written or verbal, under a heavy penalty. The law is 
broken every minute of the day in Pretoria, under the 
very nose of the Landrost, but Landrosts in the country 
parts are more particular. Jan Steen, however, had 
given me leave to sell as much brandy to his Kaffirs as 
they liked to buy. The Boers were very angry — ^most 
virtuously indignant — they talked, until it was time to 
go to bed, over the necessity of making an example of 
the kraal Kaffirs ; they said if such villainy as that were 
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to be allowed to go on^ tbey might go so far as to rise 
against their masters and mnrder them. De Clerc with 
flashing eyes, and Jan Steen with glittering ones, uttered 
all sorts of vagne threats of the terrible reckoning they 
were going to have with those kraal KaflSrs ; and De 
Clerc said he would sleep with his rifle by his side close 
to the waggon to protect me from them, but he did not 
do it. In the meantime, Pete was committed for trial 
before the Landrost of Nilstrom. I may here mention 
that I found out on taking stock that I had lost about 
50Z. worth of different sorts of goods. 

As the trial of Pete could not come on for a few days I 
was obliged to postpone my departure. This was incon- 
venient. Rain had not fallen, but it was evidently im- 
minent. There was a long stretch of turf- country to be 
crossed — country which is frightful to pull through, except 
after a long continuance of dry weather. The waggon 
was very heavy, and so full that it would be impossible 
for me to get any shelter by creeping inside in case of 
rain. Added to this the weather was intensely hot, and I 
felt the fever beginning to creep over me. Under these 
circumstances I determined to buy from De Plessis a very 
good new waggon with a tent on it, to make two spans of 
the old span and of those oxen I had recently bought, and 
to divide the load. 

On the day of the trial I rode over to Nilstrom early in 
the morning. Nilstrom, the capital of Waterberg, con- 
sisted then of four rather tumble-down buildings. One 
was the prison, another the Landrost's office, a third his 
dwelling-house, and the fourth the church. The ima- 
ginary town is situated in the ugliest part of Waterberg 
that I have seen, and in a particularly unhealthy locality. 
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The Landrost, an educated German gentleman^ must^ in 

my estimation^ be a person of very decided character, not 

to have (at some unguarded moment) committed suicide. 

Pete would not confess, and, on account of his contumacy^ 

was sentenced to twenty-five lashes as well as six months' 

imprisonment with hard labour. As he got out of the 

crazy old prison before many days, and disappeared, his 

punishment was not a particularly severe one ; and as his 

trial had nothing remarkable about it, except that the 

ordinary unpleasantness of a little police-court was 

aggravated by the odour attached to black people, I 

may here conclude the history of Pete by mentioning that 

when I asked Jan Steen and De Clerc what they were 

going to do about the kraal Kaffirs, they said that they 

thought I would prosecute them, but that if they did, they 

were afraid the Kaffirs might murder them. The next 

day I started. Some of the oxen I had bought had 

strayed, and were missing. But the people said they 

would send them after me to my first outspann, and I 

could get on well without them till I got into the turf. 

The next morning, however, they had not arrived; so, 

before the sun was up, I started back to fetch them. I 

had breakfast with the De Plessis, and the oxen having 

been found, Willem De Plessis, De Clerc's young son, and 

I started for the waggon, driving them in front of us. It 

was now very hot, with a hot wind blowing ; and in the 

evening, as I was sitting by the waggon, I remarked a 

fever sore coming on my hand, and I knew I was in 

for it. 

We treked that night, and I felt very ill. Little 

Hendrick had to act forelooper, and so I rode Dandy and 

led Eclipse. I did some trade along the road, but pushed 
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on as quickly as I could, fearing that the rain would catch 
me before I got through the turf. It was very hot, and 
there was very little water to be got, some of the springs 
were quite dried up. The fever came on strong, and I 
was soon all covered with fever-sores, which made it very 
painful to ride, particularly as I had a led horse. But 
at last we were through the turf and through the Pinaar^s 
river. As I crossed it the river was barely up to the 
horses^ knees in the deepest part, and was a mere little 
rivulet running between very high banks ; but the sky 
was heavy with clouds, the sun sometimes scorching, 
sometimes hidden, and there was a gusty wind. I oflf- 
saddled near to a Boer's house, and threw myself down 
on the grass quite exhausted. I had been wondering 
whether I should be able to keep up until I had passed this 
river, for an hour or more ; it was done now. Presently 
the waggons came over, the oxen looking very much 
knocked up. They had had nothing to drink for nearly 
twenty-four hours. By the time that they and the horses 
had to be tied up for the night, the first drops of the 
storm were beginning to fall. I saw the horses well 
blanketed and with their hoods on, then got into the 
tent-waggon myself. That night the rain came down in 
floods, and the next morning when I emerged from the 
waggon I saw an enormous lake stretching far and wide, 
with the tops of trees showing like little islands here and 
there with the current swirling round them. The waters 
were out over miles and miles of country along the little 
rivulet of the day before. 

For the next few days it rained off and on, and I was 
laid up with fever. I used to crawl out of the waggon 
occasionally, but it would have been impossible for me to 
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ride. The Boera^ whose home was close by, were not very 
nice specimens^ bat were civil enough. At last the 
weather and I were sufficiently improved for a move to 
be made, and two days after, late in the evening, I rode 
into Pretoria, though still burning and shivering with 
fever. The weather was still uncertain, and that very 
day I had had to ride through the rain, owing to there 
being no one but myself to mind the horses. I passed 
my Irish acquaintance's house as I rode in, and he ga^e 
me some wine, for which I am still grateful to him, and 
told me that the Basuto war had broken out, and that 
grain of all sorts was commanding a high price; so 
my speculation of trading grain turned out a success 
so far. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

Before I left Pretoria on this expedition Mrs. Felman 
had told me that I might have the use of the stable^ and 
of a very tiny room partitioned off from it by a half-high 
wall, for my own occupation. ThiSxhad two advantages — 
it saved me expense, and allowed of my being near the 
horses and the oxen and waggons. During my tenure 
of this room I repeatedly pressed her to receive payment 
for it, and for the stable, as well as for my food (for I was 
always invited to join the &mily at meal-times), but she 
persistently refused. 

To the Felmans, therefore, I betook myself on this even- 
ing, and was greeted heartily. Going out to see to the 
oxen in the dark^ I tumbled against Mr. Egerton. He 
still lived in my mansion by the swamp, but soon after 
this he left it, and went off with the volunteers to Basuto- 
land. I had meant, after selling my loads, to return with 
the waggons for the grain I had left behind, but the fever 
had me in its grip now. I would never lie by completely, 
but the weakness and the intense pain from the dreadful 
sores quite prostrated me. I hired a groom (a half-caste 
Hottentot) called '^ Soldat,'^ and sent the waggons back, 
with a few goods to trade with the Boers and £affirs, 
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under the charge of Hendrick^ and a son of Swartboy's^ 
called " Boy," whom I had engaged as driver to the new 
waggon at Jan Steen^s farm. He had been brought up 
amongst the Boers there^ and they gave him an excellent 
character. I was very averse to trusting these men 
alone, but under the circumstances I did not know any- 
thing better to do, considering the high character I had 
received of Hendrick, a character confirmed to me by 
various Boers. 

Jimmy was in Pretoria now. He had left the Higginses^ 
store, and had got employment as clerk to a surveyor. 
So soon as I felt a little better^ although still far from 
well, I determined to go and put my new farm a little in 
order. So I bought an old half-tent waggon cheap, and 
a span of salted oxen. I had a long time to wait before I 
could get the oxen, and then there was a difficulty about 
getting a driver — for most of the drivers were off with the 
volunteers to Basutoland. 

There was beginning to be a feeling of insecurity in 
Pretoria. There was nothing to be seen, bat people felt 
that the air was electric. I was pretty sure that the Boers 
would fight, after a certain conversation I had with De 
Clerc at his farm. On this occasion he had been talking 
with me about political affairs, asking me if I thought the 
Boers would be supported by any of the European powers 
or by America ; and he suddenly said, '' But in any case 
we shall fight ;" then after a mementos pause continued, 
"I will tell you our plans. I don't count you as an 
enemy. This is what you will hear. Some man will 
refuse to pay his taxes ; then your government will seize 
property to the amount of what is due ; and then we shall 
rise ; and we shall take that property out of the hands of 
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the aathorities^ and if they interfere with ns we shall fighfc ; 
bat until then we have done with talking." 

I should be sorry if you did what you say/' I replied. 
We have not many troops in the country now ; but for 
you to go to war with the English nation is like a little 
child going to fight a man.'' 

He assented to this^ but in the conversation that ensued 
he told me that the Boers were not afraid of our cannon. 

" We don't fight as you do," he said. '' What is the 
use of cannon against men who scurry round singly on 
horseback, and who shoot at you from behind stones and 
trees without your seeing them ? We shall not meet your 
troops in the open Urfeldt, don't you believe it; we shall 
go into Natal to meet you." 

On my return to Pretoria I was still so impressed by 
De Clerc's words and manner, that I considered whether 
it might not be the right thing to do, to tell what I had 
heard and who I had heard it from, to Sir Owen Lanyon. 
But I determined not to do so, as I had not stopped De 
Clerc when he said he did not count me as an enemy, and 
had not cautioned him that I would not undertake to 
observe secrecy in respect to what he was about to tell me. 
Just before I started for Jackallsfontein the news came 
from Potchefstrom that a Boer had refused to pay his 
taxes, that his waggon had been seized in consequence, 
and that the Boers had taken violent possession of it in 
defiance of the law. Then I felt quite sure of my affair. 
The De Clerc programme was going to be attempted. 

My waggon was ready packed ; I had got my new driver 
and leader, and had kept them under my eye all the 
morning to take care that they did not get drunk. I saw 
the oxen brought up to span in, and then, having to tran- 
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sact a little business before starting^ I told tbe driver that 
he was to meet me in a qaarter of an hoar at a particular 
store^ and cantered off. My business was with the tenant 
of m J house^ a matter which I should have transacted in 
five minutes, but by the time I was at his door a tremen- 
dous and sudden storm had burst over the town, and it 
was half an hour before I could get away. As I rode into 
the market-square I saw the waggon rounding a comer 
into it, the oxen all mixed up together, the driver drunk 
and swearing at them, the leader drunk and running about 
in front of them, entangling them more hopelessly every 
minute. They were turning another comer by the time 
I was alongside of them ; the waggon was on the point of 
being upset. " Pull out the fore oxen — straight out ! " I 
am afraid I shouted in a very unladylike manner, to the 
horror of some Pretorians who were spectators. The 
leader answered with a drunken laugh. There was no 
time to be lost. I gave him a sharp cut with my riding- 
whip, and he sprang forward pulling the oxen out. But 
it was no good, the two fellows were too hopelessly drunk 
to be fit for anything. I got the waggon on to an open 
space and outspanned, left Soldat and his Kaffir wife, 
" Clara,'^ whose services I had engaged, in charge, took the 
oxen to the Felmans' kraal, then looked up Jimmy, and 
asked him to oblige me by sleeping at the waggon for that 
night, which he did. The next day the driver and fore- 
looper were sober, but the man, although he was said to 
be able to drive, could not, and broke the disselboom 
before we were out of the village. I then dismissed 
him ; and had to get the disselboom mended, and also to 
get a new driver. After considerable trouble I got one 
fairly recommended, but when I took Tiim to the waggon 
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I found tlie forelooper had run away. However, I 
managed to get another forelooper, and early the next 
morning we started. Hardly had we got on the camp- 
common when the leader threw up the tow, and leaving 
the waggon, sat down on the grass. I rode up and asked 
him why he did so. 

'' I am going no farther," he said. 

" Indeed/^ said I, '^ you forget that you engaged to go 
to the farm with me." 

The end of it was that I put Eclipse at him, and having 
mikde him stand up, hunted him, although he tried 
doublings up to the head of the team, and then rode along- 
side with my whip raised. So we got out of the village. 
I never saw anything so bad as that man^s driving. It 
was a wonder that the waggon was not upset and the 
oxen hurt. We did seven miles in five hours, and then 
stuck hopelessly in what is called the "seven-mile spruit,'^ 
close to what is called the Bed House — a place which has 
a tragic interest attached to it now. 

The spruit was an absurd place to stick in, but the oxen 
were bullied by the bad driving, and had been too long 
in the yoke. I outspanned them, and off-loaded. Shortly 
after the guns and military train that were being sent to 
Potchef strom came over the hill and down to the spruit, 
and crossed^ the men looking at my waggon in disgust, 
for it was a good deal in their way. To the credit of the 
men be it said that only one swore at it, and he was 
reproved by a comrade, who remarked that probably I 
was more annoyed by its sticking than they were. They 
pitched their camp close by, and as soon as the oxen were 
rested I inspanned and tried to drag the waggon out. 
But my wretched driver only got the oxen more hope- 

z 2 
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lesslj entangled than ever^ and at last I had to ask the 
Boer on whose farm we were to pull it out, which he very 
kindly did. I saw the things loaded up^ and then told 
the driver to saddle the horses and take his blanket^ as I 
was going to ride back to Pretoria. The sun had set, but 
there was a beautiful moon, and I got into Pretoria in 
good time. The next morning I discharged the driver 
and engaged a new one; and in the meantime Jimmy 
turned up, and told me that his employer had discharged 
him, having no farther need of his services, and that he 
was unable to obtain any other employment, as every- 
thing was very slack in Pretoria. Under these circum- 
stances I proposed to him to come with me, to which he 
gladly assented. So in the evening we started ; Jimmy 
and I riding, and the new driver, a half-caste named 
Andreas, walking, and carrying his own and Jimmy's 
bundles. We were only on the outskirts of the village 
when we saw that a great storm was imminent, and 
turned back to the Felmans' house just in time to escape 
it, fortunately, for it was very severe. The next morning 
we started again, and when we arrived at the waggon, 
found Soldat, Clara, and the dogs anxiously expecting us ; 
and here I must beg to introduce a third dog to my 
readers. He was a sort of sheep-dog, black and white, 
called '^ Nero,'' a most unappropriate name, for a milder 
dog never existed, although he was a very good hunting 
dog. I had bought him, and a splendid half-bred mastiff. 
Prince, for waggon dogs. Prince had gone with the 
waggons, but Nero gave the boys the slip, and ran back 
to me. 

There had been heavy rain at the Bed House as well as 
at Pretoria, and the spruit was very much swollen. The 
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worst was tliat tlie weather looked very threatening. I 
inspanned after lunch^ and started. This time the oxen 
palled mnch better, and it was evident that^ although not 
a good driver, Andreas was much superior to his two 
predecessors. 

We had only got a few miles, however, and were on a 
bleak hill-side, when the storm I had seen approaching 
for some time, burst upon us. It was something terrific. 
Thef e was no making head against it. I had the oxen 
outspanned, blanketed the horses, and sheltered them as 
well as I could in the lee of the waggon. The flashes of 
lightning and the roar of thunder were almost continuous, 
the rain poured down in torrents, and the wind howled 
and raved until I thought the waggon would have been 
blown over. I was afraid that the horses would get 
alarmed, and stood by them until the fury of the storm 
abated, which was not for some hours. The rain was still 
falling heavily, and it was quite dark, when, at last, 
drenched through in spite of my mackintosh, I crept into 
the waggon along with Clara, whilst Jimmy made his 
bed (such as it was) under it, in the wet. When I woke 
next morning the rain was still falling, nor did it cease 
till midday, when it cleared up. The waggon had sunk 
very deep in the soft ground, which was slippery for 
the oxen's feet, and after various efforts to pull it out, I 
was obliged to make up my mind to off-load partially 
again. The evening was very fine, and I trusted to being 
able to load up in the morning after pulling the waggon 
out. The whole ground was so wet and swampy that I 
determined to let the horses and oxen remain loose 
daring the night ; the moon was bright, and from time to 
time I inspected them. The morning dawned beautifully. 
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but hardly had the first rays of the sun become visible, 
when I saw a heavy bank of clouds, which threatened 
hail, sweeping rapidly up from the horizon. I ordered all 
haste to be made to get whatever had been ofi-loaded up 
on the waggon, but before everything was ready the storm 
burst — such a storm, almost worse than the previous 
one, although the thunder and lightning was less severe. 

Fortunately there was but little hail, for about this 
time there were hail-storms in other districts, which 
would have cut the tent of the waggon into shreds, and 
killed or maimed the animals and us. The rain poured 
down the whole day. Clara at last managed to make a sort 
of little tent with a tarpaulin and some sheets of iron roofing 
I had with me, and got some coffee made, which Jimmy 
and I, crouching in the waggon-tent together, were very 
thankful for ; and she also managed to make some very bad 
griddle-cakes, but the only wonder was that she was able 
to make them at all. Night came on, and it was still 
raining and blowing — ^it was useless to attempt to tie up 
the animals, the waggon was standing in a swamp, so 
they had to take their chance. Jimmy and I slept in the 
waggon, the tent of which had begun to leak, and little 
Boughy and Moustache begged so to come in also, that I 
let the poor little brutes have their desire. When the 
morning dawned it was still raining, the hoi*ses were in 
sight, but the oxen were gone, and so was the leader. 
I sent Andreas on foot and Soldat on Dandy to look for 
them, and while they were away, seeing two government 
waggons going to Potchefetrom with strong spans of oxen, 
I asked the conductor to pull my waggon out, which he 
obligingly did. 

It rained on and off the whole day, and in the evening 



A Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 343 

the two boys retarned^ having seen nothing of the oxen. 
Soldat reported that the spruit was at flood. I deter- 
mined to go to look for the oxen the next day myself^ as 
I very much suspected that they had treked off to the 
farm they had been feeding on shortly before I bought 
them. This is a favourite pastime of oxen. Unfortu- 
nately I did not know where this farm was, and hence I 
knew it would be necessary first to go to Pretoria to see 
the man I had bought the animals from^ and inquire 
the way to it. The next morning was Sunday, and the 
weather was beautiful. Jiminy and I saddled up early, 
and taking Nero with us, started for Pretoria. We got in 
there about nine o'clock, and having found the gentleman 
I wanted, and got the direction to the farm, and a note 
to its proprietor, we rode to the Felmans' to give the 
horses a rest and try to get a little breakfast for ourselves. 
On our way I met a Kaffir who had just come in from 
Waterberg, and he gave me a letter written by '' Boy,'* 
who had learned to write at the Mission station. It was 
avery funny production, but Mrs. Felman and I managed 
to decipher it, and it corroborated what I had previously 
heard from a Boer, viz., that Hendrick was doing a good 
trade, and that the oxen were welL 

We were, as usual, hospitably entertained at the 
Felmans', who had pressed me to come to them whenever 
I should be in Pretoria, and had told me that I might 
always consider the little room next the stable as my 
own, although I had given up the mansion by the swamp 
after Mr. Egerton left Pretoria, Mrs. Felman having 
taken charge of all things which I had not loaded up on 
the waggon to go to the farm. These articles which she 
took charge of, were goods for trading, which I did not 
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care to take there until I had got the place into some 
order. It was very hot when Jimmy and I started once 
more. The road was rather pretty^ and for a time was 
sofficiently good for as to be able to push along pretty 
qaickly. At last we came to a very steep decline, and 
after following the road in its windings between the hills^ 
we saw a thick line of brushwood marking the coarse of 
the river we had to cross, and at the same time heard the 
rush of the water, telling of its being in flood. The 
spruit we had crossed in the morning was part of this 
river that was before us; where we had forded it, we 
had not found it very deep, but it was evident that it 
was considerably deeper here. When we rode down to 
the ford, it looked very ugly. There was a farm-house 
on the opposite side, and presently a small boy made his 
appearance, and looked across at us. I hailed this boy, 
and inquired if the ford was passable ; his answer was, 
'' Come across.'^ It was not altogether a satisfactory 
answer, because he might be a truculent young Boer» 
anxious to drown the enemies of the liberties of his nation ; 
but as no other answer was to be got from him, I put 
Eclipse at the stream. Eclipse did not like the look of it 
at all, sniffed and snorted, and even, when he got into the 
full current, wanted to turn back ; however, we got through 
with a good wetting, Jimmy followed, and poor Nero 
swam through after a struggle, for the current was very 
strong. Arrived on the bank, I said to the boy that I had 

a letter for Mr. P , and felt much gratified by hearing 

that Mr. P 's farm was some way down the stream on 

the side I had just left, so we had to ford back again ! 

A short canter took us to Mr. P 's house^ 

where we were very kindly received. Mr. P is an 

English Africander, I believe. Mrs. P gave us some 
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coflFee, which was very acceptable after our wetting, but 

Mr. P could tell us nothing about the oxen, except 

that that morning, looking with his field-glass for some 
oxen he had lost, he had seen, on a hill-side far away, a 
number of oxen which he had not recognized as his or as 
any belonging to his neighbours. The hill was in the 
direction of my waggon, so I thought this sounded 

hopeful. Mr. P told us that a number of his sheep 

had been killed by the late storms, and that several of 
his oxen were missing. We mounted once more, and 
fording the river again at the same spot, took our way 

towards the hill Mr. R had pointed out to us, when 

suddenly Jimmy exclaimed that he was sure that he could 
see the oxen grazing in a valley at some distance. I 
could not make them out ; but he was so confident that 
we altered our course, and presently coming to a farm, 
we asked the Boer who owned it, if he had seen any strange 
oxen, and he told us that he had seen fourteen strange 
oxen that morning with their heads towards the spot 
Jimmy had indicated. Thus encouraged we pushed on, 
and soon came in sight of our friends peaceably grazing. 
It is an odd thing that oxen who play truant know 
quite well when they are found out. They are wonder- 
fully sly about sneaking away ; if they mean to run away 
in the daytime, they do not do so ostentatiously. They 
will graze quietly until they think they have lulled sus- 
picion, and then walk off more quickly than any one not 
accustomed to their ways would think it possible for them 
to do. If they mean to run away at night, they set 
about it very softly, so as not to wake any one, but when- 
ever they go, their expression upon being found out is 
the same. They do not, like the Elfin page, ^* fall to the 
ground,^' oxen being of a less emotional and demonstra- 
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tive nature than elfins^ bat if there be any expression in 
an eye^ they most unmistakably mutter to themselves, 
''found, found, found/' and having so muttered, they 
visibly, to the least imaginative observer, turn round, 
'^ form,'' to use a military expression, and move off in 
front of their captor. In the case of my oxen, there was 
one daring spirit of the name of ^'Blauberg," who 
had always been mutinous. He now maintained his 
character by perpetually trying to run away, tossing his 
head, and flicking his tuftless tail — ^f or, like many of his 
brethren, he had lost a portion of that appendage during 
the illness consequent upon inoculation with '^ lung-sick- 
ness." We had to take the oxen over the veldt to the 
waggon, which was not an easy operation, for we did not 
know the country, there was no road, and our only guides 
were the slopes of the hills. Added to this the night was 
coming on quickly, and the moon did not rise until late. 
Blauberg's antics were, therefore, very inconvenient, and 
caused feelings the reverse of charitable towards that 
erring ox to arise in Jimmy's breast and my own. At 
last, some time after it was dark, Jimmy caught sight of 
our camp-fire, much to my delight, and after we got the 
oxen tied up, and the horses blanketed and fed, we sat 
down to the dinner Clara had been keeping warm for us. 
She had, by my orders, bought a sheep from a neighbour- 
ing farmer during my absence. 

We started the next morning; but to make a long story 
short, we had a miserable trek. The weather was very 
bad; the road was very bad in places; the drift or ford 
of the Yokeskey river, which we had to pass, was in 
such a state, that I had to hire a span of oxen from a 
neighbouring Boer to put on to my span, and then, with. 
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three drivers, the oxen had a difficult job to pull the 
waggon out. I do not think that this Boer would have 
hired me his oxen had it not been for the persuasions of 
his goodnatured wife. His name was " Durks/* He had 
a good reason for not wanting to hire them, for they, and 
all the young cattle, were being used for tramping out 
the corn : rain was threatening, and it is no joke for rain 
to come on while the com is on the tramping-floor. Of 
course, the fact of rain being imminent made it very 
desirable for me to get across the river, and kind, fat 
Mrs. Durks saw this. 

The rain did come on heavily shortly after I outspanned, 
but the weather cleared after an hour or so, and we treked 
again; to add trouble to trouble Jimmy was taken ill, 
and had to go in the waggon ; so that I had to ride 
Dandy and to lead Eclipse, as well as drive the two loose 
oxen (for I had yokes for twelve oxen only with the 
waggon I was using). That evening we outspanned by 
the farm of an English Africander, of the name of 
Williams. He was from home, but his wife was very 
kind, giving us nice bread, milk, and eggs, which were 
all very acceptable, the more so as one required a little 
inner consolation to withstand the rain and wind which, 
coming on shortly after we outspanned, continued nearly 
all night. I here met a man who had just come from 
Waterberg, and who told me that the storms there had 
been something terrific. I afterwards saw in a paper 
the intelligence that ^^ the public buildings at Nilstrom 
had been blown down by the hurricane ! " 

We at last reached Jackallsfontein in a storm, and 
found, alas I that the cottage had shared the fate of the 
" public buildings at Nilstrom.'^ It had been blown down f 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

There is not much to describe in Jackallsfontein in the 
way of scenery ; no comparison between it and Griinfon- 
tein could be instituted. Jackallsfontein is undeniably 
^E^l > ^^ li®s on a gentle slope of what, in England, we 
should call the '^ Downs " of the Wittwaters-randt. The 
few trees around it have all been planted, and not only 
around Jackallsfontein itself, but in all the country for 
miles round. But to counterbalance this, the material 
advantages of Jackallsfontein over Griinfontein are 
manifold. 

At Jackallsfontein horses can be safely bred ; they can 
be let run summer and winter without fear ; sheep, too, 
thrive well, not beiug plagued with the ailments or by 
the tickn which render their lives a burden to themselves 
and to their proprietors, on the slopes of the Magaliesberg, 
and in a great part of the Transvaal. No herbs poisonous 
to cattle or sheep grow near Jackallsfontein, and that is a 
point greatly in favour of any farm in the Transvaal, 
where poisonous herbs are very common. Although I 
took great care of my sheep at Griinfontein, I had lost 
several through their being allowed to stray into pasture 
which was poisonous ; and not far from my property there 
(although at too great a distance to endanger my oxen) 
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a farmer had in one daj lost sixty head of cattle through 
the carelessness of his herd^ who had let the animals in 
his charge stray on to unhealthy grazing. Added to the 
above-mentioned advantages^ the quality of the soil at 
Jackallsfontein is excellent^ the water good^ and the site 
very favourable for opening a general Boer store. Kaffir 
labour there is none, but Boer labour can be easily 
obtained from adjoining small farms, whose owners are 
glad for younger members of their family to earn some- 
thing to assist in the general housekeeping. 

My house being uninhabitable, I was obliged to engage 
a room in the house of some Boers whose farm adjoins 
mine. The name of these people is De Plessis, but they 
are no relations of Willem De Plessis. Their house con- 
sisted of three rooms and kitchen, and one of these rooms, 
separated from the family sleeping-room by a half-wall, 
they made over to me. It was not a very eligible apart- 
ment, having no window, and the door being composed of 
dilapidated reeds — however, it was better than nothing. 
I pitched my tent as a room for Jimmy, the servants had 
the waggon, and the horses were accommodated at night 
in a deserted house at a little distance, which once had 
been a dwelling of some pretensions, having several 
rooms, and bearing traces on the walls of the sitting- 
room of having been tastefully painted. There was yet 
another cottage quite close to the one in which 1 lodged, 
tenanted by members of the same family as mine hosts, 
and numberless small farms were dotted about the en- 
virons. The owner of the deserted house I have men- 
tioned was an English Africander, who, T was told, was 
bankrupt, and the property was held by his creditors. 

I cannot give a very lucid account of my hosts and 
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tHeir neighbours, they were all so mixed up, owing to 
the curiosity my appearance excited having a stimulating 
effect on the custom amongst Boers of running back- 
wards and forwards between one anothers' houses. There 
was a yery large number of dirty little children of all 
ages, and a sprinkling of dirty but helpful boys — boys 
who could drive a plough, or hold it, as well as their 
fathers ; there was an entanglement of slatternly women 
with loud voices, who have left shadowy pictures on my 
mind, as bearing the more or less depressed expression 
common to the Boeress. With a life of dull toil stretching 
from childhood to the grave, it is no wonder that it 
should be so ; and yet, those who have known the 
peasantry of other lands, must feel the question arise in 
their minds, " Why should the Boer peasant-woman look 
depressed, when the South Italian peasant-woman (for 
instance) does not ?^^ I think the answer to the question 
is, '^ Look at the men/^ It is not want of education, or 
rather of book-learning, that makes a life of toil dull, and 
the men and women who live such lives generation after 
generation incarnations of dulness. It is but in the 
latest generation that a gleam from the sun of knowledge 
has fallen on the peasantry of South Italy, yet who would 
have ever called them '' dull ? '* who would have dis- 
covered that their women wore a general air of depres- 
sion ? The women of a race will not look depressed if 
the men be not ''dull;'* and vice versoby if the women 
look depressed the men must be " dull/' 

Although the Boers are in many ways cunning, any one 
who has any knowledge of them will corroborate the 
statement, that the vast majority of them are dull, and 
that the vast majority of Boeresses bear a stamp of de- 
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pression, although in the elder women this stamp is some- 
what effaced by a tendency to fat^ which on first sight 
gives an appearance of jollity. I do not mean to say 
that I have not seen cheerfal women amongst the Boers, 
but they are rare exceptions. 

Besides the children^ lads^ and women^ there was a 
group of big, rough-handed, grimy-looking, rough- voiced 
men, the only individual member of which I can dis- 
tinctly remember was " Lo,'' a fine stalwart fellow, with 
kindly blue eyes, and whom I distinguished sufficiently 
from the general relationship to know that he was the 
son of mine host, and that he was unmarried. 

These people were very kind in their way, but very 
annoying at the same time. They were willing to help 
at settling my room, so as to make it inhabitable, and 
willing also to help with the ploughing and sowing that 
had to be done; but they invaded me incessantly. To be 
certain of privacy, I had, from early dawn until the family 
retired to rest, to tie the reed door to with a piece of 
string, and then an enterprising youngster or an inquisi- 
tive female was as likely as not to push the reeds aside 
and peep in. Of course as there was no window the 
door had usually to be left open to afford light, and then 
the whole troop disported themselves from morning till 
night. If I did not talk to them, or even if I was en- 
gaged in writing, it did not matter; they would talk 
amongst themselves, and the children would scramble 
about at their mothers^ feet, and the men would smoke, 
whilst all would spit on the ground in a manner trying 
to weak nerves. They, as indeed all the Boers I have 
met, treated me to a certain extent differently from the 
way in which they treat most people. They never called 
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me by any familiar name^ although they were all very 
friendly. Perhaps they had some vagae perception that 
if they had attempted to do so I should have stopped 
them \ whatever the reason may be, although playful 
conversation amongst the Boers is frequently what we 
should consider both coarse and impertinent, T had only 
twice any occasion to check any acquaintance of mine. 
This point being attained, I felt that it would be 
unwise to try to put limits, marked out by my sense of 
the proprieties, upon conduct which these people con- 
sidered as a proof of their friendly feeling, and which 
besides afforded to them a source of innocent amusement. 
I felt this to be the more imperative owing to the 
dislike existing between the Boers and the English ; a 
feeling which in so thinly populated a country as the 
Transvaal, each individual settler could either augment 
or diminish ; for it is wonderful how trifling information 
respecting individuals spreads in the Transvaal. I may 
mention an instance of this in illustration. 

In the month of April I had telegraphed from Pretoria 
to my banker's in London to ask how my balance with 
them stood. In the following September old Mrs. Nell 
in Waterberg asked me why I was trading when I had 
so much money in the bank I Neither is this a solitary 
instance of private matters, connected with an unknown 
individual, being subjects of common conversation amongst 
people who perhaps never saw him or could bo supposed 
to take any interest in him. Certainly, so far as my ex- 
perience goes, a Boer loves gossip as well as any man or 
woman in existence. 

Lo De Plessis and Jimmy soon became quite chums, 
and I was glad to hear the latter improving in speaking the 
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dialect of the country every day. In the meantime I 
rode to see various neighbours, and everywhere met with 
a kindly welcome, and heard a wish expressed that I 
should open a store at Jackallsfontein. The men were 
anxious to know all I knew of what was being done at 
Potchefsfcrom, and as to the general attitude of the Eng- 
lish Government, while all professed am utter ignorance 
of occurrences either at Potchefstrom or elsewhere. I had 
no news to communicate, but I felt certain that they 
had ; and their reticence only confirmed my opinion that 
the programme indicated by De Olerc was in progress. 

The weather continued very stormy, and it was with 
anything but pleasure that I looked forward to having to 
ride back to Pretoria. Still it was evident that I should 
have to return thither, for my waggons from Waterberg 
were nearly due, and, of course, I had to be in Pretoria 
to meet them ; so, after waiting as long as I could at the 
farm, I made a start. 

The morning was so storm^ that I could not saddle up 
until the day was far advanced, and hence I did not get 
into Pretoria until about ten o^clock at night. I rode to 
the Felmans as usual, but they had gone to rest, and I 
was only able to get into my little room, and put the 
horses into the stable. To my sorrow I found that the 
forage I had put by for them before leaving Pretoria had 
been used, so my poor animals, as well as their mistress 
and the boy, had to go supperless. I had taken Andreas 
with me instead of Soldat, as 1 did not wish to leave 
Clara on the farm without her husband. Andreas the 
next day went ''on the spree,'* and never turned up 
again, so that I had to look after the horses myself. 

In the meantime the tenant I had had in my house 

A a 
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left Pretoria ; and as, owing to the unsettled state of 
afiairs, it was a bad time to let a house, I determined to 
prepare it for my own occapation, at least temporarily, 
although, with a view to the possibility of an outbreak, I 
determined only to put the most necessary things into it. 
The garden had been much neglected, and I employed 
two Kaj£rs to set it in order. 

Day after day passed, and my waggons did not come 
in, and in the meanwhile alarming rumours were on the 
increase. The very morning that I left Jackallsfontein, 
a Boer had ridden over from a neighbouring farm with 
news that Paul Kriiger and Pretoriu» had sent a message 
to the effect that every man who could, ought, in the 
name of God, to attend the now famous meeting at 
Perdekraal, which was to be held forthwith. Great ex- 
citement had been caused — the messenger had bargained 
for a saddle from me, whereon to ride to the meeting. 
Lo De Plessis and all the other men were going; they 
had pressed upon me the desirability of loading up my 
incofciing waggons with various articles of consumption, 
and bringing them to the Beeinkommste, assuring me 
that they would guarantee a good trade to me. This 
plan I had revolved much in my mind. I had no doubt 
that it would be a good speculation, but I finally abandoned 
it, as I thought it would be hardly an honourable position 
for me to accept. 

It will, I daresay, be remembered that the meeting of 
the final Beeinkommste had been fired for the 8th of 
January, and was suddenly abandoned, much to the sur- 
prise of many of the Boers themselves, including my neigh- 
bour at Jackallsfontein ; hence my plans, as well as those 
of a good many others, were considerably disconcerted. 
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One morning I had walked from the Pelmans' early, 
to see whether the Kafllrs were at work in my garden, 
when I was told by an acquaintance that Robert Higgins 
and most of my old friends from the Magaliesberg had 
come into Pretoria, having been warned by the Boers 
that if they remained on their farms their lives would not 
be safe. I thought this was but one of the many false 
reports flying about Pretoria, but resolved to go to the 
house of old Mr. Higgins and inquire. On my way there 
I met Robert Higgins himself, who confirmed the report. 
That day and the following one the whole of the village 
was greatly agitated, and there was a great demand for 
waggons amongst people who thought that their lives, in 
case of an outbreak, would be safer out of Pretoria than in it. 

T determined to seize the opportunity of selling my 
old waggon, and the oxen I had lately bought, at a good 
price ; and, saddling the horses, I started for the farm, 
riding one and leading the other. Andreas having 
levanted, and there being no boy to be got at the 
moment, I had no choice but to do this, for volunteers 
were being raised in Pretoria, and horse-stealing was so 
rife, that had I left Dandy behind me I should probably 
never have seen him again. 

As owing to the torrents of rain which were continually 
falling, the Tokeskey river was likely to be at flood, I did 
not much relish the idea of crossing it with a led horse. 
I had hardly got to the outskirts of the village, however, 
when I saw a storm approaching, and turned back only 
just in time; and the next day I was fortunate enough 
to get a boy to ride Dandy, and to act subsequently as 
leader to the waggon, which I intended Soldat to drive, 
an oflSce which Jimmy would otherwise have had to per- 
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form. It was on Monday, the 13th of December, that at 
seven o'clock in the morning I started for Jackallsfontein. 

The morning was fresh after the rain, and I pushed on 
pretty quickly, taking a shorter road to the farm than I 
had taken with the waggon, and hopeful of escaping 
rain, although very heavy masses of cloud were lowering 
round the horizon. I was already near the Yokeskey 
river, and the rain appeared not far off, when I met a 
Boer on horseback. We both drew rein, and he asked 
me where I was going ; I told him to my farm. 

*^ Then,'' said he, '^ you will have to swim the river, 
there is no passing it otherwise." 

He then asked me if I meant to stay at the farm or 
return to Pretoria. I told him that I was going to bring 
up my waggon to sell, with, I hoped, a light load of farm 
produce. 

" Look at the clouds ! " said the Boer ; " the river is 
impassable now, and if it rains, as I think there is no 
doubt it will, it will be still deeper by the time you get 
your waggon back to it." 

It struck me that what he said was true ; so, much 
disgusted, I turned my horse and we rode alongside of 
each other for a short time. My companion asked me 
if I had heard any news of the deliberation of the Beein- 
kommste at Perdekraal (Perdekraal was within a ride of 
my farm). I told him that no one in Pretoria had any 
news about it. He then asked me whether it was true 
that no Boers were allowed to enter Pretoria, saying that 
such was the current report ; and this I was able to con- 
tradict. Shortly after he bade me good-bye, and cantered 
off across the veldt in one direction, whilst I held on, 
likewise across the veldt, towards Pretoria. 

My way lay past a large farm-house, belonging to a 
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well-known man amongst tho Boers called Guillaume 
Pretorins. As I was passing he came out, and 1 stopped 
and saluted him. He asked where I was going, and I 
told him how I had turned back from going to my farm. 

^' If you mean to get into Pretoria, theu,^' said he, 
" you had better push on : the Beeinkommste is broken up, 
and the commando rides to-day to Pretoria.*' 

''Does it? '* said I ; " then I am in luck ; I should like 
to see it.*' 

The old fellow looked at me with an odd expression 
— I think he did not quite know what to make of my 
speech. He had never seen me before, although I knew 
about him, but with that habit of hospitality which has 
become a second nature to a Boer, he said, " Will you not 
off-saddle ? although perhaps you had better push on if 
your horses are not tired!'' 

At this moment we both caught sight of the Potchef- 
strom post-cart approaching the house, which was a post- 
station, and a minute after I recognized Mr. Cooper, the 
attorney, as one of the passengers in it. Our rencontre 
was a mutual surprise, and as he shook hands I noticed 
that his feet were bare, the result of the cart having been 
upset, one of the mules having been nearly drowned, and 
the passengers having to scramble and shift to set things 
straight in fording the river. Mr. Cooper introduced me 
to his fellow-passenger, the Attorney-General De Wett ; 
and, hopeful now of hearing some authentic news from 
Potchefstrom, I dismounted, off-saddled, and went into the 
house with the others, while the fresh horses or mules for 
the post-cart were being brought up and harnessed. 
Seated in a large and rather comfortable sitting-room at 
the back of the house, the three men talked of the present 
and coming events, and I listened. 
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Mr. De Wett told us that the commando was not to 
ride into Pretoria until Thursday, and then only in case 
no compromise had been arrived at. He said that the 
Beeinkommste had appointed all necessary officers, both 
civil and military, and had despatched a messenger to 
Pretoria that very day to tell the administrator that if 
the Government offices were not delivered over to the 
republic on Thursday, they would be taken by force, and 
that on Thursday the heads of the new government would 
ride into Pretoria with the commando to take possession. 
Mr. De Wett assured Pretorius that he had seen the Boer 
leaders, and that he was certain that by a little tact things 
might still be ari*anged. It struck me that it was very 
little use to think of compromises when things had come 
to such a pass, but I held my peace, and listened, whilst 
l*retorius expressed himself to the effect that the Boers 
would accept of no compromise so far as the complete 
restoration of their, independence was concerned. This 
Pretorius struck me as being a good old fellow, rough 
enough, but yet a superior man to the ordinary Boer. 
All this time we had been sipping coffee brought to us 
by Mrs. Pretorius, who must have been good-looking in 
her time, and been looked at by two or three pretty little 
girls, in much neater trim than the generality of Boer 
maidens. 

The post-cart being now inspanned, Mr. Cooper and 
Mr. De Wett started ; I waited, for I was anxious to hear 
what Pretorius would say when they were gone, as I 
observed that he spoke with reticence before them, and 
I thought he might perhaps speak more freely when 
I was his only English listener. I talked first about 
my farm, which he knew, and was interested in, then a 
neighbour came in, and the conversation drifted back 
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again to politics, while we removed into another more 
homely sitting-room, and, npon hearing that I had had 
no breakfast before leaving Pretoria, Mrs. Pretorius 
brought me some Boer biscuits and more coffee. 

It has always been my opinion that although the Eng- 
lish Government were perfectly justified in annexing the 
Transvaal, the manner in which it was annexed was not 
only an unjustifiable blunder but an unjust act. My 
reasons for thinking that the annexation in itself was 
justifiable, are baaed on general principles, which it would 
be a hopeless task to attempt to explain to any Boer I 
ever met ; but my reasons for thinking that the manner 
of annexation was altogether wrong are completely within 
the grasp of every one of them. In any expression of 
opinion to them, they inevitably missed my allusion to 
the general principles, which were unintelligible to them, 
and only remarked that I coincided with them in thinking 
that they had been very badly treated. All the Boers I 
knew spoke before me with great frankness, and when 
(in order to prevent the idea that I sided with them from 
obtaining) I said that in case of war I should, in spite of 
what I had expressed, side with the English, they accepted 
that as simply an inevitable consequence of my not being 
able to change my nationality, and it would have been 
a useless task to attempt to explain to them that under 
given circumstances I should feel myself bound to side 
against my own nation; but that in the Transvaal case I did 
not feel myself so bound. I confess I often felt seriously 
annoyed and depressed by this state of things in my 
intercourse with the Boers, so much so, that in the case 
of De Clerc, Willem De Plessis, Pretorius, as also of 
Barend Englesberg, all men superior to the common run 
of Boers, I should have attempted what I yet knew was 
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impossible^ namely^ to explain my opinion thoroughly to 
them, but for my still imperfect knowledge of Boer lan- 
guage. That language is unfit in itself for the expression 
of abstract thought, because formed by people who never 
think abstractly ; and this deterred me from the effort 
whenever I felt impelled towards it, and in after-reflection 
I always admitted that it was well that I had been 
restrained from so doing. 

The party assembled in Pretorius^s house talked, as 
usual, freely before me; and I heard it confidently asserted 
that if the public offices were not given up on the appointed 
day an attack would be made on Pretoria, and that even 
the presence of women and children would not deter the 
Boers from fighting from street to street until they had 
occupied the whole town. The innocent blood shed 
would be on the head of the English Government. As 
to all English on outstanding farms, Pretorins, his 
friend, and his wife (who took an animated part in the 
conversation), seemed to think that those who remained 
strictly neutral would be left unharmed, or even protected 
in case of necessity. Having heard all I needed, I 
changed my mind as to returning to Pretoria. Bain or 
no rain, it was evident that I must give Jimmy a choice 
whether he would remain on the farm or run into 
Pretoria before it was too late, for I felt sure that an 
outbreak was imminent; so, saddling-up onc^ more, I 
turned towards the Yokeskey river. 

I did not, however, take the way I had retraced, 
but struck ofE across the veldt for Durks' Drift. It was a 
long way out of the direct path, but this plan ofEered two 
advantages, first, that I should possibly find the drift 
so that I could get across without swimming, which, con- 
sidering that I had never swum a horse across a river, and 
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thatl knew that Eclipse was rather shy of deep water, was, 
the wetting apart, a matter well worth considering ; the 
other, that I should, by fording the drift, be able to judge 
whether it would be worth while to attempt to bring the 
waggon to Pretoria or not. At Durks' farm the Toke- 
skey river winds, so that one has to ford it twice in a few 
hundred yards, but at neither place was the water higher 
than the flap of the saddle, and I pushed on quickly to 
Mrs. Williams's, where I off-saddled, and met with a kind 
and hospitable welcome. I did not stop long, however, 
but after the horses had had some forage and a roll, 
saddled once more, and started for Jackallsfontein. 

Just as I got on the highest part of the randt, the wind 
and rain came whirling up, but it was only the tail of a 
storm which went roaring away over the hills to one side, 
while another storm was pouring its fury on the distant 
bills at the other ; and by the time Eclipse was picking his 
way down the stony slope above the De Plessis' cottage, 
all that remained of the rain was a watery sort of haze, 
gradually dissipating under the rays of the moon, which 
did not allow the party assembled outside the house, to 
see me until I was close to it. Then I was welcomed 
with a cordiality which would have made a stranger sup- 
pose that I had known, not only Jimmy, but the Boers, for 
years, while little Roughy, after executing some antics 
highly creditable to such a soft little mass of hair as he 
was, discharged a volley of little barks, and rushed at 
Moustache, who had offended him by espjring and wel- 
coming me first, and bit his long ears until they were 
forcibly separated, Nero, the while, wagging his short tail 
and giving little bounds indicative of satisfaction. 

What a chattering; what an anxious asking and 
answering of questions ; what a retailing of my news to 
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each member of the small community — who, hearing of 
my arrival, hastened to the cottage — ^took place that nig^ht 
by the light of the moon ! My last evening in the yet 
unmade home, before all the plans that I had carefaUy 
thought over, and toiled hard tp realize, were to be swept 
away into a past as remote as if years lay between it and 
to-day ! 

At last, after I had retired to the interior of the cot- 
tage, and had eaten my supper, surrounded at first by the 
whole family, but with a gradually diminishing company, 
as sleepiness caused first one and then another to drop off 
to their beds, until Lo Da Plessis bade me good-night, I 
was alone with Jimmy, Then for the first time I con- 
fessed to him that I was anxious, aud told him all that I 
had heard with regard to the treatment the Boers had 
it in their minds to bestow upon the Englis^h ; told him 
not only what Pretorius had said, but what a farmer, 
whose cottage I had passed between Pretorius's farm and 
Durks' Drift, had said. This farmer's name was Joubert. 
He had called to me as I was riding past his cottage, and 
I had ridden up to the stoop, where he and some members 
of his family were congregated. A big, bony, black- 
haired man was Joubert ; with a stubbly beard, high jaw- 
bones, and eager eyes. 

" Where are you from ? '^ he cried, as I drew rein. 

'' From Pretoria.'' 

'' What is the news ? " 

I told him. 

" Yes, yes," he exclaimed, " that is well Will your 
Government give up the public offices, think you ? " 

'^ I am in no position to know what are the intentions 
of the Government," I answered ; *' but I do not think it 
likely they will." 
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He drew his breathy and said^ in a savagely suppressed 
manner^ — 

*' Then the streets of Pretoria shall run with blood like 
water on Thursday/' • 

He asked me eagierly what I thought of the action of 
the Government ; asked if I were going back to Pretoria ; 
called Heaven to witness that the blood spilt would cry 
vengeance on us; his eyes glittering, his whole frame 
absolutely quivering with passion. He had laid his hand 
on my horse's neck as he spoke j there was a look in his 
eyes unlike anything I had ever seen before— a blood- 
thirsty look that made me involuntarily shiver. 

'' Then you don't think they will give us the country 
back ? '^ he cried again. " Then we will fight \ we will 
drive you from the country ; not one of your nation shall 
remain alive ; your blood shall run as water on Thursday ; 
we will kill all — all of you ! Where are your troops ? sent 
away to fight against the enemies that are attacking you — 
the Russians — the Irish — the Americans.'' 

*' No, no/' said I, " now there you are mistaken." 

The blood rushed to his head, suflFusing his very eyes 
until they looked red. 

^' Now I know you lie," he cried, his voice shaking with 
passion. ** There is your path — begone I " 

" Not like this," said I, not moving. *' I am not the 
Grovemment. I wish the Boers no harm, and although I 
am English and you a Boer, there is no reason for our quar- 
relling personally. Give me your hand before I go ;" and 
I held out mine. Joubert looked — hesitated — then out 
came the rough paw ; and he bade me a civil good-bye. 

All this I told Jimmy ; and told him he must choose for 
himself whether he would remain on the farm or return to 
Pretoria with me. He chose the former alternative ; and 
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after a sleepless nighty I called up Soldat and the Kaffir at 
four in the morning to span in. I had packed up some 
things I required to take with me, but the waggon could 
not have got across the Tokeskey river with even a 
light load on it. The Boers before leaving me in the 
evening had promised that, in the event of hostilities 
. breaking out, and of my being detained in Pretoria, they 
would protect Jimmy, and had also promised to give him 
his food until I returned, for Clara was going with me 
as well as Soldat. 

The early dawn was just breaking when the waggon 
started, and I, mounted on Dandy, and with Eclipse by 
my side, bade Jimmy, who was holding Roughy in his 
arms, good-bye. They both looked so forlorn as he 
stood there in the cold, faint light. " It is not too late 
to change your mind yet,^' said I; "you have only to 
say the word.^^ But he preferred remaining, and indeed I 
thought myself it was safer for him where he was than 
in Pretoria. The words I had heard that morning, 
when some movement I made had wakened the sleepers 
in the next room, were still in my ears. 

" She is getting ready to inspann,^' said a sleepy female 
voice. " Well, she will never come back.^^ 

'^ Ah,'' remarked another equally sleepy female voice ; 
" and if she don't, then who will pay us for the little 
Englishman's food ? " 

We forded the Yokeskey in a torrent of rain, the current 
running strong and deep, and outspanned at Durks' farm. 
Nero and Moustache had broken loose, and followed 
me. Nero was nearly washed away, and little Moustache 
was only saved by being caught by his neck as he was sink- 
ing — the leader himself could hardly keep his legs. Mrs. 
Durks was friendly, her husband civil. He advised 
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me, if my waggons had come in, to come out of Pretoria 
with them on Thursday as early as I could. He said even 
if I met the commando that I, as a woman working for 
herself, should be let pass, with the waggons and oxen, if I 
explained that I was going to my farm; but that if I 
remained in Pretoria I should hold my life in my hand. 
They gave me some milk and bread ; and shortly after 
I inspanned, and that night I outspanned about three miles . 
from the Red House, by a spring of water. 

The moon was at its full, and I inspanned before 
dawn, and came into Pretoria as the clock was pointing 
to seven in the morning — ^to find, alas I that the whole vil- 
lage was in a panic, and that not only were most places of 
business shut, but that the auction I had counted upon for 
selling my waggon was postponed, owing to the unsettled 
state of things. My Waterberg waggons were not in ! 

I left the waggon at the auctioneer's for private sale ; 
but I saw that, as I had failed in selling it on Wednesday, 
it would, in all probability, be too late to sell it at all ; 
for, after Thursday, people were afraid to leave the vil- 
lage. In the meantime I took possession of my house, 
and sent for a carpenter to make shutters for the win- 
dows, in order to bring thither with safety the goods I 
had left in Mrs. Felman's care. I had only a rough 
shake-down for a bed, a chair or two, and a rough table ; 
for, in the unsettled state of things and in the absence 
of my waggons, I did not care to go to any expense; 
indeed, could not have done so without incurring debt. 

The dreaded Thursday came and passed quietly. I had 
gone to bed, when, at about eleven o'clock, I heard a tap 
at my window, and the voice of my next neighbour call- 
ing me. I got up and opened the door. 

*^\ hope I did not frighten you,'' he began, in the 
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usual formula, *^ but I have just had news that the Boers 
are coming in to-night ;" and he told his story. 

His great point was that the band-master's wife, whom 
he knew, and whom he had been to visit, was sitting up, 
expecting the signal to be given to go into camp for pro- 
tection, and that she had told him that the colonel's wife 
was doing the same. He said that the Boers were coming 
over the hill singly or in small parties, to avoid detec- 
tion, and were to form at a given spot and attack the 
town j that all sorts of prepwirations were being secretly 
made, and that the signal for going into camp was to be 
a bugle call. 

I thought the whole story sounded odd, particularly 
the bugle call as a signal 

'' It is odd that no notice has been given publicly of 
the likelihood of an attack, and of the signal to seek pro- 
tection in camp,'' said I. 

'' That is because there are so many traitors about," 
was the answer. 

My neighbour was deeply impressed evidently, and I 
thought it best to take some precautions ; so I waked 
Soldat and Clara, told Clara to put a few things together 
for herself and for me, in case of our having to run for it, 
and then dressing myself, I started to walk down the 
village to old Mrs. Parker's cottage, for T knew that she 
was likely to be alone, her sons being in the country, and 
I thought I might be able to be of use to her in case of 
a sudden alarm. I told Soldat that, as soon as the bugle 
sounded, he was to saddle the horses and bring them 
down sharp to her cottage, after leaving Clara with my 
neighbour's family to be taken into camp with them. 
My oxen were all kraaled in Mr. Pelman's kraal, so 
nothing could be done about them. 
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It was a beautiful moonlight uight^ by no means a 
favourable night for a surprise^ and I knew it to be 
against the usual tactics of Boers to attack at night at 
all ; and as I stepped out I felt pretty sure that there 
was some mistake. As I passed my neighbour's cottage 
I saw lights inside/ and through the open door I was 
aware of some commotion. 

I had not gone far when I saw two orderlies with a 
saddled horse at the door of a cottage. I thought I 
might as well inquire of them if they knew of any report 
as to the Boer attack. They said that they had heard of 

nothing, but that in another minute Captain C would 

be coming out, and that he would be able to tell me. I 
waited accordingly. There was no special report as to 
an attack, only the possibility of such an event caused a 
certain anxiety. The officer was just on his way to visit 
the outposts, and seemed much amused at the idea that 
a bugle call had been suggested as an improvement on 
the three cannon shots always fired as a signal of danger, 
whereupon I went back and to bed. 

The next day I heard that Mrs. Parker's sons had 
come in. The village was in a state of suppressed panic ; 
but as I had a good deal to do in the matter of setting 
my garden in order, I went out but little the next 
day or Saturday, when at last my waggons came in late 
in the evening. They brought bad news. A good deal 
of the corn I had left at Makapan's-poort had been 
damaged by the floods of rain that had fallen there. 
Hendrick had traded grain and cattle, but on coming to 
the Pinaars river had found it impossible to cross it 
with heavily loaded waggons, or with loose cattle. He 
had therefore waited for it to run down, until he had 
been told by the Boers that if he did not get the waggons 
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into Pretoria by Saturday, they would seize them and 
the oxen. He had then left the cattle and part of the 
loads behind with some Kaffirs, and had swum the oxen 
through, the loads getting partly wet. It was a comfort 
that the oxen were in splendid condition, but a terrible 
disappointment otherwise. 

The next day, Sunday, I spent writing, when, 
towards evening, Hendrick, who had been " on the 
spree,*' as is the custom with drivers in general When 
they come off a long trek, rushed up to me in a state of 
wild excitement. The Boers were coming in — ^the market 
square was being fortified — rifles were being given out — 
we should all be massacred that night — the danger for 
the half-castes and Kaffirs serving in Pretoria was even 
greater than for the English — they must all have rifles, 
&c., &c. He quite took my breath away, but then I saw 
he had been drinking, although he was not absolutely 
drunk. 

I ordered Eclipse to be saddled, and rode into the 
village, taking Hendrick with me on foot. My house lies 
at the outskirts, near to the camp ; but I was soon close 
to the market-square. Then I saw that Hendrick had 
not exaggerated. Crowds of Kaffirs, superintended by 
an engineer officer, were hastily throwing up earth- 
works round the church in the centre, whilst a mass of 
frantically excited white men and lads of all ranks, was 
rushing after and crushing round a cart laden with rifles, 
that was being driven through it to the place appointed 
for distributing them. 

It was with difficulty that I made my way through, 
and learned from an acquaintance that no rifles were to 
be given to the coloured population, till all the white 
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population had been provided. The rifles in the cart 
were not nearly sufficient for those who crowded round 
it, so it was not worth while staying. I turned into the 
square, and approaching the little group of officers, 
waited tiU the one in command was at liberty. I then 
asked him whether it was true that an attack was ex- 
pected that night. He said that there was reason to 
believe that such would be the case ; and I then inquired 
what provision had been made for the protection of the 
horses and oxen belonging to people in the town. 

^' Where are you going for refuge ? '' he asked, dis- 
regarding my question. 

'' I was not asking about protection for myself, but for 
nay oxen and horses," I answered. 

'' But what ward are you in ? ^' he asked. 

I said I did not know, but that my house was near the 
camp common. 

" Well, then, you had better go to the convent," he said. 

'' I shall remain at my own house,'' I answered. " What 
I want to know is, whether any place of comparative 
safety has been appointed for the oxen in the town. I 
have three valuable spans ; I don't want to lose them." 

'* Oh ! " he exclaimed, '' have you any waggons ? " 

<^ Yes— three." 

'^ I am greatly in want of waggons for barricading," 
he went on eagerly. " The best thing you can do is to 
bring them up here to me." 

'' But the oxen ? " I remarked. 

" I think," he answered, " the best plan for them would 
just be to let them loose in the square." 

'^ Between the barricades and the earthworks ? " I said, 
''just let them go loose ? " 

Bb 
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" Yes/' was the reply. 

I thanked him very politely, and rode off, thinking to 
myself how singularly beneficial to all parties it would be 
to have thirty-eight oxen, maddened with fear^ rushing 
about a small square that was being desperately defended ; 
unless, indeed, one looked upon the arrangement &om a 
Boer point of view. 

Wlien the waggons were mentioned I had glanced in 
the direction of my old waggon, which I had left at the 
auctioneer's. It was gone; and the next day I dis- 
covered it in the barricade of one of the streets approach- 
ing the market-square, from whence, of course, I was not 
allowed to remove it 

Having been unable to get any information from the 
engineer officer, I cantered quickly towards the camp to 
try to find Colonel Gildea, for it seemed almost impos- 
sible to me that some plan for protecting the large num- 
bers of oxen and horses belonging to people in the 
village had not been devised, considering that in case of 
a siege of even a few days' length, such a provision was 
of the greatest public importance. 

On my way across the common I met Mr. Hudson, the 
Colonial Secretary, hurrying down to the viDage on foot, 
behind a hand-cart drawn by Kaffirs, and full of rifles. 
He told me that Colonel Gildea was not in camp ; he 
did not know where he was, but as to the oxen, he said 
there was no place set apart for them ; that he thought 
the best thing I could do was to let them run about 
the town loose that night. As this idea seemed in- 
admissible to me, I asked him whether, in case of an 
attack, the fire from the guns at the camp was likely to 
be directed so as to injure my house, which I pointed out 
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to him. He said he thought it was in a safe position ; 
so I determined to keep my oxen with me. 

I had, since the arrival of my waggons, brought my 
other oxen from the Felmans' kraal^ and let all the spans 
feed together ; so now I had them all tied to the yokes 
inside the erf, barricaded the entrance to it with the two 
^^ggo^s, made my boys sleep close to the stable and the 
oxen, and determined to sit up myself. 

The streets, by the time I was returning from the 
common to my house, were full of people wending their 
way to the various places of refuge ; men with rifles on 
their shoulders, going off on patrol; women and girls 
carrying hastily-made-up bundles, mattresses, and infants, 
and dragging little children after them. There was no 
attack, but the morning brought the news of the massacre 
of the 94th ; and the panic and excitement increased. 

I managed that day to get old muzzle-loading rifles for 
my boys from the Ordnance Department ; and, as I was 
riding back from camp, I saw a commissariat officer 
superintending the moving of stores into camp, in prepara- 
tion for the siege which was now undoubtedly imminent. 

There was evidently a great deficiency of waggons to 
convey all the stores, and yet haste was imperative, for 
the news that the Boers were close by was expected at 
any moment. All coloured men seen in the streets were 
being seized ; horses, waggons, and oxen also. Now I 
had been revolving in my mind whether or not I would 
save my property by a trick. My waggons I did not 
think of moving, but my oxen were all grazing far out of 
the village. I had only to mount little Hendrick on 
Dandy, and with him as my companion ride out to them, 
drive them through a poort at some little distance, and 
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not much under observation, and get them away to my 
farm. I knew pretty surely that what Durks and other 
Boers had told me was true — there was but little danger 
of the Boers robbing me, unless in some case of necessity; 
and should I meet the commando, I had little doubt that 
by speaking fair I could induce the commander to let 
me pass, even if I could not wheedle him out of a safe- 
conduct, which I deemed it very probable I should be 
able to manage. It was a temptation to do this, not only 
on account of my own pecuniary advantage, but because 
I am very fond of my animals; and I thought it likely 
that they would get hard usage in government employ ; 
but on the other hand it seemed, and seems to me, that 
when matters have been brought to the war-test in any 
country in which one happens to be residing, one is 
bound in honour to side distinctly with either one or the 
other of the combatants. On general principles I be- 
lieved, and believe, that a vindication of British authority 
in the Transvaal would benefit, or rather would have 
benefitted the majority of its inhabitants ; and hence I 
determined not to ask favours from the Boers, but to do 
all that lay in my small sphere of action to help the side 
that I felt was the one I ought to wish to win. I there- 
fore, of my own accord, offered my waggons and oxen to 
the officer in question. He gladly accepted the offer, 
telling me that he should like to have the waggons and 
spans in an hour's time ; and I sent out for my poor oxen, 
and by the given time had delivered them and their 
drivers and foreloopers over to the government. I did 
not know that such would be the case at the time, but by 
doing so I gained several advantages which, had I not 
come forWard in this manner, I should have missed. And 
as I am on the subject of my animals, I may as well say 
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that I succeeded in saving my horses from being seized 
for mounting the so-called volunteers, by offering them 
to the government for a special service — which service, as 
matters turned out, was never required of them. 

Everything was now confusion. The streets were full 
of waggons, Kaffirs, half-castes, and white people, inter- 
mingled here and there with officers, orderlies, or volun- 
teers on horseback. In every house the women were 
busy packing up, unless they were stupefied with fear, as 
they were in some cases. Arrests were being made every 
now and then on charges of conspiracy with the enemy, 
which were in some cases I know of made very lightly, 
although the suspicion may have been strong. Numbers 
of farmers from the immediate vicinity of Pretoria had 
come in with their families for protection, and swelled 
the already thick ranks of the emigrant population. I 
rode to the Felmans, and found them in a state of distrac- 
tion. I had meant fco speak about my goods, but it was 
impossible to obtain a hearing. 

On Tuesday the order circulated that all the inhabitants 
were to go into camp, and we were also told that all those 
who adhered to the loyal cause should receive full com- 
pensation for any loss they might receive from so doing. 
I hastened to the Commissariat Yard, to see if I could 

get Major W , who was in command, to let me have 

back my large tent-waggon. He was not there, but as I 
was riding away I heard a hofse^s gallop behind me, and 
turning saw him. He said he had seen me, and guessed 
what I wanted, so had followed me, and we cantered to 
where the waggons were working, and he gave me the 
order I required. The oxen were to be sent to him again 
the next day. 

Once more I loaded up, not leaving anything in the 
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honse, and jast as the oxen were inspanned, we heard the 
report of a cannon. Oh ! the terror of those boys of 
mine I The Boers were upon ns ! We should not be in 
time to get into camp I All the roads to the camp were 
crammed with ox-waggons being hurried along, with 
mule-waggons dashing along, with people on foot, 
women, Uttle children, some carrying a bundle, some a 
mattress, or a chair, some pulling a hand-cart piled up 
with articles hastily snatched from their dwellings ; and 
all this in mud, and with the thunder growling overhead. 
Suddenly a rattling peal came through the poort near 
the camp, and a cloud of thick rain driven by the wind 
came sweeping towards us from it. 

'^ The Boers I look at the smoke of the firing t '^ cried 
the boys. 

Bat soon a torrent of rain showed them their mistake. 
Through this pelting shower I, and the rest of the Pre- 
torian wanderers, made our way to headquarters, and were 
there told what ? — That there had been a mistake as to 
our going into camp that day, that the camp was not 
ready to receive us, that we must go back and return the 
next day. So all the poor women and little children, 
who had toiled up through the mud and wet, had to toil 
back again to the homes they had dismantled. It was a 
sad procession to look at. That evening, I, as having 
but little to move, a horse to ride, and last, not least, no 
little children, wet, cold, and tired, to console and feel 
anxious about, was probably the happiest person in 
Pretoria. . 

The next day we all fairly went into camp and prepared 
for the siege. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

Any one wbo has paid me the compliment of reading this 
story of my adventures will, perhaps, remember that in 
the earlier chapters I mentioned that I was writing in the 
besieged camp of Pretoria; and, indeed, the principal 
part of my book was written there, partly with a view of 
recording facts which might prove interesting, and possibly 
instructive, to a few, and partly to while away the time. 
I am finishing the story when the war, of which the siege 
formed a small episode, is a thing of the past — a past 
which, if I do not mistake, will have an important in- 
fluence on numbers to whom the Transvaal is, and will 
remain, utterly unknown, except as a small part of Africa, 
which gave rise to a peculiar exhibition of political inca- 
pacity on the part of those who sway the British nation 
at the present time, and have swayed it for some time 
past. Our colonial policy is not a thing of to-day, nor 
are the ideas which have had their outcome in a conven- 
tion — ^which, if it has not pleased, has certainly astonished , 

everybody — ideas of sudden growth. I 

Before attempting to describe the life we led in camp, ' 

I must try and describe the camp itself. Although I ! 

talk of ilie camp, there were in reality three camps on 
the hill above Pretoria, exclusive of the camps formed in 
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the convent, and in the prison within the village, of 
which I knew little. On the hill there was the military 
camp, which, although composed in great part of civilians, 
was called military, partly, I fancy, because most of 
the able-bodied men attached to families quartered in it 
were either members of the mounted volunteers, or in 
what was called the Reserve Force, and principally 
because it was circumscribed by the military lines. At a 
short distance from this, there was what was called the 
civil camp, the able-bodied men in which belonged to no 
corps, but had to do picket-duty ; and at some distance 
from it, higher up on the hill, was a camp inhabited by 
coloured people. Just below the military camp was the 
great kraal where the cows and slaughter cattle were 
kept at night, and a little above it was the so-called 
Government kraal, made of waggons impressed by the 
Government, or belonging to them, in which the Govern- 
ment oxen, and aU the impressed trek oxen but mine, and 
one span belonging to my old acquaintance, Mr. Brown, 
of Rustemberg, were kept. I may here mention that Mr. 
Brown had come on business to Pretoria, where his wag- 
gon and oxen had been impressed, and he himself stopped, 
whilst poor Mrs. Brown was left in Rustemberg. His 
oxen and mine were the only spans that had their own 
drivers and f oreloopers, and hence they were kept sepa- 
rate from the others, and were always tied to the yokes 
of the waggons they served with, instead of being kraaled, 
which was a great advantage. The native camp was 
composed of tents pitched round an old hut or two, and 
from its position it certainly struck me very forcibly that 
it was very possible for continual communication to be 
kept up between it and the insurgents. It is an absolute 
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fact that their leaders knew most of our movements^ and 
as it certainly was impossible for any doubt to exist tbat^ 
if so inclined, a Elaffir could any night have slipped in 
and out of the camp without being obsei-ved by the out- 
posts, I have very little doubt that such communication 
took place. 

The civil camp was composed of waggons with awnings, 
or side -tents made to them with buck-sails or other 
canvas; of tents, and of a few little canvas houses, 
although these last were only erected a week or so after 
the siege commenced. Some of these had boards put down 
for the floors, and were in some caaes divided into rooms. 

The military camp consisted of all these elements, and 
besides of the ordinary soldier^s bungalows (long, low, 
stone buildings), and of other so-called bungalows, made 
of wooden framework with canvas drawn over it. All 
of these bungalows were given up to accommodating 
the women and children who could not be accommodated 
with tents, or who had . no waggons of their own in the 
military camp ; and the beds in them were almost 
touching each other. Every night the women and chil- 
dren of the civil camp had to come up to one or other of 
these bungalows to sleep, so as for them to be within the 
military lines in case of attack; and wretched work, indeed, 
it was for the poor things on wet evenings and mornings. 

The first evening that the order came out, it happened 
to rain, and to continue raining all night. At the last 
moment it was found that there was not sufBcient accom- 
modation for all of them. Some, after standing in the 
wet, were obliged to paddle back through the running 
water to the civil camp, others got into tents not yet 
properly protected by trenches from the rain, and I saw 
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them in the damp morning shivering with cold, their 
beddings which they had had to bring with them, soaked 
through, and the floor of the tent one big puddle. On 
the whole, however, I think, considering all things, the 
camp was well managed as far as the comfort and health 
of its inmates were concerned. With a number of people 
all crammed together in a confined space, discomfort is, 
of course, unavoidable ; and the discomfort naturally tends 
to cause irritation between the members of the commu- 
nity. I had my own waggon in the military camp, and 
made a comfortable side-tent to it, and had besides the 
advantage of having my waggon at the end of a line of 
waggons facing a main road through the camp, so that I 
was not subject to the same annoyances as most of my 
neighbours. 

A most miserable sight was that camp, early on a 
rainy morning, when I would be coming back from the 
lines where the horses were picketed, with my waterproof 
over me, and the water running, very likely, over my 
boots. Women of various ranks emerging from their 
tents, or from their waggons, slipping in the mud, or 
plashing into the water so soon as they stepped on the 
ground ; making their coffee, or preparing the breakfast 
over the little fire some shivering Kaffir was trying to 
blow into a blaze, while a little child, perhaps, held on to 
them and cried, or bewailed itself from within the tent. 
In many cases numbers of people were stowed away in 
one waggon, and both in these waggons and in the bunga- 
lows ablutions had to be very much restricted, and many 
people both looked and were very dirty. 

Against this picture I may set that of a fine evening, 
after the band had ceased playing. Then all the various 
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liabitations were alight, and one caught glimpses of illu- 
minated interiors^ with dashes of bright colour in them^ 
arranged in long vistas. The camp-fires burnt cheerily, 
and one heard nothing but merry voices and laughter from 
the groups of coloured people assembled round them and 
from the promenaders, whilst here and there a gay party 
would be assembled, and one would hear snatches of 
song — and even, in one bungalow, the sound of a piano. 

Of course there was an unlimited amount of scandal 
and gossip of all sorts, and of course there was also an 
unlimited amount of squabbling, more or less serious, 

varying from the quarrel between Mrs. A and Mrs. 

B , which raged femininely and furiously, but neverthe- 
less privately, to the noisy vociferation between another 
pair of ladies, which woke the neighbours from their 
slumbers for some fifty yards around the scene of warfare. 
Besides these quarrels there were, of course, occasional 
rows between the inhabitants of the bungalow where the 
less aristocratic members of society were accommodated, 
which took the form of unparliamentary language, and 
which, when human patience (in the slftipe of the sentry 
on guard) could endure it no longer, had to be suppressed 
by the master of the ward. 

These ward-masters had a hard time of it, I fear. 
They were civilians, appointed over different blocks of the 
camp, to see that the orders issued from headquarters 
were observed, and to be general referees on disputed 
matters. The smoke grievance, which was perpetually 
recurring, must have caused many of these persecuted 
mortals to become prematurely grey. It was a general 
conviction of the camp-mind that the owner of a fire 
could prevent the smoke from the said fire drifting into 
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his neighbours' nostrils. This peculiar mental epidemic 
was not peculiar to females. Many a time an indignant 
head of the family would exclaim, appealing to his parti- 
cular ward-master, "It is outrageous. I cannot allow 
the ladies of my family to be inconvenienced in this 
manner. '^ And then, if the bewildered official shrugged 
his shoulders in despair, an appeal would be made to the 
camp-quartermaster. This office was held by a youthful 
officer, who, I think, had a quiet enjoyment of a joke — a 
young officer who, although he never in my presence did 
wear them, always impressed me with the idea that he 
wore pale kid gloves — a young officer who never appeared 
to be in a hurry, although he worked hard, and who (as 
I learnt from many a conversation) had a singularly 
exasperating effect upon minds excited by the influences 
of camp-life. I remember seeing this young gentleman 
seized upon in his tent by an infuriated neighbour of 
mine, and carried off to decide a smoke dispute between 
her and an equally impassioned neighbour of hers. 

'^ The smoke of that lady's fire absolutely suffocates 
us,'' cried the one. 

''I declare I can't endure her smoke any longer," 
retorted the accused. '^ You really must do something 
to alter this state of things, Mr. H ." 

But it was not only on the subject of smoke that the 
camp-quartermaster was assailed. Once, when he was 
speaking to some one just in front of my tent, a well- 
dressed woman rushed at him, exclaiming, — 

'^ Mr. H , I want some soap. Where can I 

get it ? " 

I must give credit to the ward-masters for keeping 
their wards very fairly clean. There was one ward in 
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particular which was particularly nicely kept, but of 
which the ward-master was of course particularly 
obnoxious. 

Then there was the light grievance. At first all lights 
had to be out at nine, but the hour was advanced to ten. 
Of course there were refractory spirits who would not 
put out their lights, if only to show their free and inde- 
pendent spirit. 

'^ Put it out now, ma'am," I have heard the soldier 
who went the rounds say. '' You can light it again after 
I'm gone.'' 

But then sometimes the ward-master or the quarter- 
master was inconveniently active, and one was caught, 
as I was once, and had my candle ordered out, inter- 
rupting me in a species of hunt attended with much 
anxiety in camp, viz., the flea-hunt ! If the camp was 
not a paradise for man and beasts, it certainly was for 
fleas and flies. Not but that there were many human 
beings who enjoyed the camp thoroughly. I have heard 
more than one girl and child aver it would be '' nice " to 
have it over again. There were lots of flirting and lots of 
playing to be had. Every day was a holiday to the chil- 
dren, who swarmed to the gates of the camp to see the 
volunteers, the soldiers, and the cannon go out, as if they 
were going on parade — who swarmed there too, I am 
sorry to say, in a state of half- amused, half -frightened 
excitement, to see the wounded men and horses come 
in. They became wonderfully knowing did those 
children. 

" Hark to the boom of the gun," I said to a little girl, 
as we were watching the engagement at Henning Pre- 
torius's camp ; " do you see the smoke ? " 
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''That is not firing/' replied the little wretch, quite 
confidently. '' lliat is dynamite. They mnst have got 
to the lager, and be blowing it up.'' 

One great event every day was the getting the rations 
at the booth appointed for the purpose in each ward. It 
was a frightfully tedious afEair, and a most grotesque 
picture did it oflFer. Old and young — men and women — 
Kaffirs with the name of their employer written on a 
piece of paper, either in their hands or fastened on to 
them, some carrying baskets, some dishes, cups, all sorts 
of things; all crowding round the unfortunate men who 
had to serve out the rations. There was plenty of 
grumbling, and also plenty of joking. One old farmer 
of the name of Cockcroft, who had been in the camp at 
Durban when the Boers besieged it, had a standing 
joke with me when any one grumbled about the meat 
being bad or the rations being small. 

" They'll be glad to come to dine with us presently/' 
he would say, chuckling. " I'm glad you've got that 
leather fore-tow. It'll make good soup yet." 

He. remembered eating soup made of the same ingre- 
dient, just before relief came to that gallant little band 
in Natal. 

Mr. Cockcroft was a very fine old fellow, and very 
touching it was to see him leading his blind wife. 
They had lately bought a fine farm not far from 
Pretoria. They had worked hard and had got on well, 
and had invested their earnings in it. Their son was in 
the volunteers — a hard-working young farmer. When 
we were listening to the firing from Swartkopjee, two 
officers rode up to where he was standing near to me. 

''Heavy firing, Mr. CockCroft," said one of them. 
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*'Pm afraid there won't bo mucli of your hoose left; 
they must be just close to it/' 

'* Let it go,'' cried the old man, with kindling eyes ; 
''if only it gives some shelter first to our poor 
fellows." 

'' Ah ! " exclaimed one of the oflBlcers, " that's the 
right sort of spirit, Mr. Cockoroft." 

Yet this gallant old farmer is now a ruined man. 

As time went on, little concerts, bazaars, and theatrical 
entertainments were got up in camp— open-air perform- 
ances of course — and there was a little camp newspaper. 
The band of the 2 1st played every evening, except, 
indeed, for some while after the disastrous fight at the 
Red House, for then there were many dangerously 
wounded, and it was thought that the noise would disturb 
them. There were invitations to dinner also occasionally, 
and on one occasion there was a grand birthday festival 
given by a certain old gentleman, who, on rising to make 
his speech returning thanks, remarked, ''Little did I 
think this night sixty-two years ago, when I was born, 
that I should live to see,'' &c., &c., thereby, of course, 
bringing down the house. 

My time was taken up in a routine, of which the follow- 
ing is the outline. I got up at dawn, and went to see 
the horses fed, and then walked to the Government kraal, 
to see how the oxen were. Early cofiee. Went to fetch 
the rations (for by going myself, instead of sending a boy, 
I got better rations) ; then breakfast ; afterwards rode 
down to the village and let the horses graze, while I 
generally lay on the grass and either worked or did 
nothing, except when I would take pen and paper with 
me, and write some of this history. Home to dinner at 
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about five; looked to the horses being settled for the 
night, inspected the oxen ; then paid visits. 

There was a great gathering of people from all parts 
in the camp. Mrs. Parker and Mrs. Farquason had 
waggons not far from mine ; so had the young fanner 
and his wife on whose farm I had been outspanned 
before I went to the bush- veldt. The Robert Higginses 
had a waggon and a little house in the civil camp, which 
was shared by old Mr. Higgins and his family. Next to 
them was old Mr. Sturton, with his wife and his un- 
married children. Alice Higgins had been married before 
the war, and had been at Potohefstrom, but had escaped 
thence to the Cape Colony. John Higgins and his family 
had gone also, but James had been stopped, and was a 
sort of prisoner at Fahl-plas. Arthur and William Stur- 
ton, and also Mr. King, had been seized by the Boers on 
their way into Pretoria, and carried back to their farms. 
I may here say that when, at the end of the war, we 
learnt what had been happening to them, we were re- 
lieved to find that they had been well treated; but in 
the meantime the anxiety about them was very great, 
although after two months of suspense a Kaffir managed 
to get through to them and then back to us, and brought 
us word that they were well ; brought us word also, alas ! 
that every head of cattle, every sheep, all ripe crops, all 
fruit, had been swept from both Surprise and Moy-plas, 
whilst in the case of the latter, every article of furniture 
had been seized, and the whole place laid desolate. 
Robert Higgins and old Mr. Sturton were both obnoxious 
to the Boers. Half of my sheep, too, were reported as 
being gone. My old friends Sam and Dick had been 
impressed by Government, and poor Sam lost his life at 
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the fight at the Red House. Wellington was impressed 
also, as indeed all the horses in Pretoria but mine were. 
He was always ridden by whoever was in command of 
the Pretoria Carabineers ; and, strange to say, Captain 
D'Arcy was wounded severely, and Captain Sanctuary 
mortally, whilst riding him, whilst he was only slightly 
grazed. 

The weather was very stormy, and children and delicate 
people suffered severely. Many a coffin was taken down 
in a cart to the little graveyard with a few mourners 
walking after it; a few flowers plucked from some deserted 
garden strewn on it. Poor, ijiglorious martyrs, sacrificed 
for nothing ! The number of deaths was at last so great 
that there was difficulty in obtaining planks for the 
coffins, and those earthworks in which wood had been used 
as a support, had to be demolished to supply what was 
necessary, the earthworks, being replaced by brick walls. 
I never thought the village of Pretoria so pretty as I did 
when riding through its deserted streets, in which the 
grass grew knee-high, until cut for hay for the horses in 
camp, whilst the neglected gardens bloomed in glorious 
luxuriance. The Felmans' erf was now beautiful to be- 
hold, the thick luscious green herbage covering up all 
signs of former disorder and dirt. The stores were all 
closed, the streets almost deserted. Sometimes I came 
across the Government horses and mules, sent out to 
graze under guard ; and sometimes a few dropping shots 
would be heard, and they would be hastily collected and 
brought near to camp for fear of some sudden raid. On 
the hills around, the cattle were pastured under the sur- 
veillance of a guard, and they too were often to be seen 
hurrying home for fear of capture. Sometimes a store- 

c c 
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keeper would obtain permission to leave the camp (all men 
had to obtain passes)^ and would half open his store for a 
few hours ; then the place would be thronged by people, 
mostly women. 

By order of the Government, mule-waggons plied be- 
tween the camp and the village three times a day. I 
never tried them, having my horses ; but I heard that 
those who drove in them suflFered excruciating torture, 
owing to their being springless. Sometimes Mrs. Parker 
used to visit her pretty cottage (it looked so sad to see it 
deserted), and then she used to ask me to a picnic there. 
Once when I was at my own erf, and the horses grazing 
quietly near me, I was a spectator of a small engagement 
quite close to the village. A party had been sent out 
as an escort to a mowing-machine. The Boers made a 
raid, reinforcements were sent out to our men, but the 
Boers had the best of it. They captured the mowing- 
machine I 

There was great demoralization among all the coloured 
people in camp. Very stringent orders had been 
issued against any violence being used to them, and the 
upshot of this was that they became very insolent, 
and that their masters and mistresses were afraid of 
punishing them. I openly punished a leader of mine 
more than once for neglecting my oxen, and was not in- 
terfered with, and I must say that my servants were 
better than most in camp ; but I everywhere heard com- 
plaints, and saw myself that some very bad influence was 
at work among the coloured people. The drunkenness 
among them was very great, and this while civilians, 
not volunteers, could not obtain wine or spirits unless 
they got a special order from the Provost Marshal 
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on a particular store, or an order firom the doctor. Of 
coarse it was supposed to be the rule that no liquor at all 
was sold to coloured people, unless they presented a 
written order from their employers, and the requisite 
order from the Provost Marshal as well; but the rule 
was openly and constantly disregarded, whilst the store- 
keepers were obliged to be very strict with white people. 
For instance, I once wanted some Pontac wine, so I went 
to the Provost Marshal and asked for an order. He 
asked me what wine I wanted, what number of bottles 
I wanted, and at what store I was going to buy the wine. 
I told him, and he wrote out the order, and I went to the 
store; then it turned out that at this particular store 
there was no Ponttw), so my order was of no use. In 
the meantime my groom often got enough liquor to get 
drunk upon. The fact about the coloured population was, 
I believe, this. The authorities were afraid of them, and 
winked at their sins. The immense number of them in 
camp helped the general demoralization, and there were 
doubtless many messages sent backwards and forwards 
between the Boers and their secret friends in camp, by 
means of these people. 

One day my driver '^ boy '' told me that a friend of his 
had come in from Waterberg, and had brought word that 
Mapeela had broken out and had driven off numbers of the 
Boers' cattle, had also put all the women and children of the 
Boers in that part of the country into a sort of lager, and had 
provided for them, saying, that he would show his respect 
for the English by treating them well ; but had dragged 
a man, whom he had found hiding among them, outside 
the lager, and killed him then and there. It seemed odd to 
me to think of this self-same Mapeela sitting by my 

c 2 
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waggon in Ids smart dress a short time previously. I 
heard afterwards that the Boers in partof Waterberg had 
crueUy ill-used unoflFending KaflSrs during the war, and 
this I learnt from the Landrost of Nilstrom, who came 
into Pretoria after the war was over. He told me he had 
seen them seize a Kaffir^ tie him np^ and give him fifty 
lashes on his bare back for no &ult. 

On Thursday, the 6th of January, the first sortie 
&om the camp took place. This was the occasion when 
the fighting occurred near Mr. Cockcroft*s farm. The 
troops and volunteers went out long before dawn : we 
heard the firing early in the morning. This was our one 
successful engagement. In the afternoon the wounded 
and the prisoners were brought in. We had four kille^. 
The prisoners were all Waterberg men, but I was glad to 
learn that none of my old acquaintances were among 
them. Their leader, who was severely wounded, and a 
prisoner, caused a good deal of, not very creditable, non- 
sense, as it seemed to me, to be talked in camp. I believe 
it is true that he had allowed his men to fire under a flag 
of truce, still I think it would have been better, had there 
been no talk as to the desirability of curing him of his 
wounds in order to hang him afterwards. This was, of 
course, purely unofficial talk, but it was argued that as, 
according to the proclamation of the Government these 
men were rebels, and as he, as chief, had allowed the white 
flag to be violated, it was evident that he must be hung, 
and I regret to say many who spoke thus seemed to hope 
he might be so treated. Now began the piteous sight of 
women, watching with pale, anxious faces, to catch the last 
glimpse of their dear ones, as they rode out in either the Pre- 
toria Carabineers, or Nourse's Horse; hastening from point 
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to point to seethe lastof their retreating figures, gazing with 
aching eyes and hearts at the little colamn until it was lost 
to sight, and then going back with pinched faces to their 
^^go^B and tents, to wait to hear the first gun, and so to 
wear away the day until the first few rode in to tell the 
fortune of the warfare. I used to admire those women ! 
There was no ostentatious anxiety or grief, but you would 
see their poor trembling lips, and nervously clasped hands, 
and eyes strained bravely to try to keep back their tears, 
as they hastened to where they could get tidings of those 
who might perhaps be destined never to return, or to return 
only to die. On Friday the funerals of those who had lost 
their lives cast a gloom over all, still we had been success- 
ful, and that was something. Two of Mrs. Parker^s sons 
were in the Pretoria Carabineers as oflBcers, and one was 
slightly injured in this engagement. Mrs. Farquason's 
husband was also an officer in this corps. 

This was the only success we had. There were other 
small sorties without any engagement taking place, be- 
tween the 6th and the 16th of January, when an attack 
was made on Henning Pretorius's camp, situated on the 
randt within view of our camp. An attempt was made to 
distract the attention of the Boers by exploding dynamite 
in an opposite direction, and the ruse partially succeeded ; 
but after some heavy firing, which was watched with intense 
interest from our camp, we were obliged to retreat. 
While almost all our available men were absent, there 
was a sudden alarm that a body of Boers were advancing 
to attack the camp from the side opposite to Henning 
Pretorius's position. A shot or two from our guns caused 
them, however, to retire. On the return of our men we 
heard that two wounded men had been left in the hands of 
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the Boers^ and great dissatisfaction was expressed by the 
volunteers as to the management of the whole affair. 
The next day a Kaffir brought a flag of trace irom the 
Boer camp, to say that we ought to send an ambulance 
for these two wounded men. This Kaffir said that 
Henning Pretorius was severely wounded, and that about 
thirty Boers had been killed. 

With regard to the dissatisfaction of the volunteers, I 
may say that it increased as time went on, and that, so 
far as I know, the regular troops were dissatisfied also ; 
and I think, from what I heard and observed, they had 
reason on their side. The volunteers said that they were 
sent on far in front of the guns and troops, riding in file, 
and were never properly supported, besides being often 
employed in work unsuited to their capacities ; for that 
it was useless to try to take a lager with irregular or 
regular cavalry. The troops complained that they were 
shown off to disadvantage, being kept back from being 
engaged, and not receiving orders as to what they were 
to do. This particularly applies to the disastrous sortie 
on Saturday, the 12th of February. 

Early in the morning of that day I heard sounds 
among the horses, indicating that there was going to 
be a move, and presently I heard the tramp and clank of 
the horses being harnessed to the guns \ then that of the 
volunteers riding past my tent to headquarters. I got 
up and looked out. There they went — tramp, tramp, 
through the dark; and^ as I looked at them, I felt one 
of those presentiments of evil, which may or may not* be 
true, but which nevertheless affect one painfully at 
times. This was a large sortie, and was supposed to be a 
very secret one ; but all the time the Boers knew all that 
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we were planning. Colonel Gildea was in command. Cap- 
tain Sanctuary, mounted on Wellington, rode at the head 
of the Pretoria Carabineers for the last time. I give my 
account of the action from what I was told by a volunteer 
officer who was present, and I have had corroboration of 
what I say from others. The Boers were quite prepared 
for us. Colonel Gildea was wounded early in the action ; 
the second in command lost his head. The volunteers, 
pushed on in front as usual, were exposed to a galling 
fire from the Boers, whilst the troops and guns remained 
aloof, and took no part in the engagement. 

Captain Sanctuary was shot through the leg, and Mr. 
Mackenzie Walker took command. His men were waver- 
ing ; the only orders he could get from the officer who 
had taken Colonel Gildea's place was an exclamation, — 

'^ Oh ! what a mess we are in ! " and then *' Retire.'' 

But Mr. Walker rallied his men to keep the Boers in 
check, and to try to save the ambulance, behind which 
the doctors were dressing Captain Sanctuary's wound. 
He pointed out to the commanding officer, that if they 
retired the ambulance would be taken ; it was of no use, 
so, on his own reponsibility, Mr. Walker formed his men, 
and tried to rescue the ambulance. 

As he passed some infantry, he exclaimed, "Good God I 
why don't you fire ? " 

'^ We have no orders, sir," answered one of the men. 

Captain Sanctuary's wound was not yet dressed ; the 
troops were retiring; the Boers cutting the volunteers 
off from the main body. 

'^ Better put him in," cried Walker, '^ and let us try to 
save him and the rest ; " for there were other wounded. 

No, the doctor thought he would finish the dressing 
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first ; and in despair Mr. Walker had to retire and leave 
the ambulance^ the woanded^ and the doctors. One of 
the Boers levelled his rifle at a man in attendance on it. 

'' For shame,'' cried the latter ; '' do you fire on the 
hospital ? '' 

But fire he did, and killed the man ; another shot at 
the ambulance wounded a man already wounded, who 
lay in it. In the meantime the volunteers, having pro- 
tected the retreat of the troops, retreated themselves. 
They found a mule-waggon deserted on the road by the 
troops who had been in it. One of the mules was killed ; 
the men had jumped off and fled, so the volunteers cut 
the dead mule loose, and one of them drove the waggon 
into camp, or it, too, would have fallen a prey. 

When the news of this defeat came into camp, great 
was the grief and dismay. The greatest sufferer was an 
old Boer lady; her only son was the man wounded a 
second time while in the ambulance, and lefb a prisoner 
among his enemies; his father, a Boer from the old 
colony and a faithful English subject, was very obnoxious 
to the Transvaal Boers. The name of the wounded man 
was Desiderius (commonly called Deesy) Erasmus. He 
was one of a large family — the youngest, and the only 
boy, and was the darling of his sisters, and the very 
apple of his father and mother's eye. A fine, young 
fellow, broad shouldered and strong, but a mere boy in 
years and in innocence. His father had gone to Colonel 
Gildea when Deesy had joined the corps, and had so be- 
sought him in the name of the boy's mother and his own, 
to place him in the reserve, that the colonel had at last 
consented; but the young fellow held firm. 

" No, father," he said ; '' I have never disobeyed you 
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or caused my mother grief before, but now I must do so ; 
tHis is a matter of honour ; not even for your sakes can I 
let myself be called a coward/' 

Nothing would move him, and so he rode out after 
Captain Sanctuary on that dark morning; now he was a 
prisoner, and doubly wounded, in the hands of his enemies. 
His mother and one of his sisters (the wife of Major 
Ferreira, who had gone to the Basuto war) went to Sir 
Owen Lanyon, and prayed to be sent to the Boer camp 
under a flag of truce to see him, and the Administrator 
granted their petition, and placed a mule-waggon at their 
disposal. It was the act of a kind-hearted gentleman, 
but surely hardly an advisable act, particularly when the 
enemy had been openly styled rebels. When the ladies 
arrived at the Boer outposts and told what they had 
come for, the message was sent up to headquarters, and 
presently some of the chief men came to them, and laughed 
at the idea of allowing them to see the boy; but the 
mother and sister would take no refusal ; they wept and 
prayed, and besought these men, by all they held dear, to 
let them see their darling, and at last they prevailed. 
They were taken to where he lay, and all night long they 
nursed him in a tent, the Boer commander coming in 
occasionally, and asking if he could assist them in any 
way. Outside in camp, all was joy and festivity over 
their victory, and the captured ambulance. 

In the morning the ladies returned to Pretoria, bringing 
a message, that if we wished for the prisoners to be given 
up, we must release the prisoners we had taken at our 
first engagement, and must agree to send back the am- 
bulance to the Boers, after it had conveyed the wounded 
to our camp. And so it was. 



394 ^ Lady Trader in the Transvaal. 

The next day the prisoners were brought in, the Boers 
sending a slaughtered sheep along with them, which (I 
was told by one bred amongst them) was a covert insult ; 
and all the Boer prisoners were released. One of them, 
going to Lydenburg, was fallen upon by Kaffirs, and torn 
in pieces. There were many wounded, most of them 
were severely wounded. Captain Sanctuary^s leg was 
despaired of, and Deesy Erasmus' life, besides that of 
others. He had received a wound (which grazed the 
stomach) through the body, besides one in his leg. At 
first he seemed to rally, but it was a false hope, and in 
a few days he passed away, conscious and calm to the 
last — nay, almost cheerful, although he knew he .was 
dying. One of his comrades, a Mr. Simpson, died the 
day before, an artilleryman had died before him, and 
Captain Sanctuary, after his leg being amputated, lingered 
to the 7th of March, and then followed his companions in 
arms. There was a profound feeling of sorrow through 
all the inhabitants of the camp on the day when the body 
of this kindly and gallant officer was borne, with, military 
honours, to the little graveyard in the valley. 

In the meantime we had had news of the reinforce- 
ments that were coming to relieve us, and we were count- 
ing the days until we should see Sir George CoUey ride 
through Bobian-poort at the head of a victorious column. 
Some said one day, some said another, would be the likely 
one for the welcome sight to greet our eyes, but none 
doubted that we should see him. 

On the fifteenth (Tuesday) we saw about twenty 
waggons, under escort, defile through a poort to the east 
of the camp, and crossing the valley, outspann on the 
opposite ridge, while a Boer, bearing a flag of truce. 
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rode towards us. Colonel Gildea, who had only just risen 
from his bed^ rode out to meet him in company with other 
officers. They brought back letters for the Administrator, 
and a Dutch newspaper, printed in the Free State ; and 
the rumour that our troops had been defeated, and that 
Sir George OoUey was killed, flew from mouth to mouth. 
But many would not, could not, believe it, and I was one 
of these. It seemed too dreadful, too incredible, to believe, 
until official confirmation came. Alas ! it came too soon. 
We were now put on half-rations, but still there was 
enough to eat. 

There was an armistice now, and it was very dreary, 
I used to wonder how the Administrator and some others 
could have the heart to play polo of an evening. The 
true state of affairs was not known generally, and all sorts 
of rumours were continually flying about; still, there 
was enough known to cause a great feeling of depression, 
though no one expected what followed.' 

On the evening of Monday, the 28th of March, I was 
sitting in Mrs. Parker^s waggon talking to her, when a 
girl rushed up, and told us hurriedly that three officers 
had just ridden in from Newcastle; that there had been a 
great battle, in which Sir Evelyn Wood had completely 
defeated the Boers, and that he and some of the Boer leaders 
would be in Pretoria the next day to discuss the terms of 
peace. Oh ! I shall never forget that moment ! To leap 
from the waggon and hasten to headquarters was but 

* It was commonly reported that Sir George Colley's reason for 
pushing on, without waiting for reinforcements of cavalry, was that he 
helieved the people in Pretoria to he starving ; had, in fact, said to his 
officers that he knew he was ahont to make a desperate effort, hut that 
when women and children were starving, men must not hold hack. 
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the work of an instant. Crowds were pouring towards 
the same goal. It was quite dark. Arrived in the square^ 
we all waited breathlessly for the news to be proclaimed. 
The officers who had ridden in were with Colonel Gildea, 
the Administrator, and Colonel Bellairs. We waited and 
waited, but no sign was given, and then I heard whispers 
that there had been no victory, that peace had been con- 
cluded on the terms dictated by the Boers, that thecountry 
was to be given back I It seemed incredible ; but a chill 
struck through all those assembled, and they dispersed 
gradually and silently, to wait until the morning should 
bring them some distinct official information. How well 
I remember that morning ! I woke early, as usual, but 
with a dull, listless feeling of impending misfortune. I 
had then no reason to believe that personally I should be 
a very heavy suflTerer. It was not for myself that I felt 
the bitter ache at my heckrt, it was for the honour of 
England, a thousand times worse than any pain caused by 
personal loss : the one I could retrieve by courage and 
steadiness, but it made me feel almost mad to think that 
I was powerless to move so much as a feather's weight to 
retrieve the other. I went as usual to see to the horses, 
and as I stroked their sleek necks I thought with a keen 
pain, almost amounting to agony, how glad, how really 
thankful / was that I had been able to win a reprieve for 
my pets from having been uselessly, and therefore cruelly 
sacrificed, while many a mother was being ground to the 
very dust by the crushing torment of knowing that her 
boy, whose Ufe she had told herself in the midst of 
her woe was lost in upholding a cause she cherished, 
had in reality been sent forth, recklessly, wantonly, to 
swell the ranks of death. For what f For the disfKmoitr 
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of that cause. A volunteer, an Englishman, one who 
had no stake whatever in the Transvaal, but who, happen- 
ing to be in Pretoria, had joined Sanctuary^s corps, spoke 
to me as I stood there. '' So it has come to this,'' he said ; 
''we have been fighting for nothing! The country is 
given back.'' 

" It can't be true," I cried, although, after the dead 
silence at headquarters the previous night, I knew in my 
heart it was, '' I won't believe it till I see it in general 
orders." 

*' It is there now," he answered ; '' young S has just 

seen it ; he is almost mad. He was a rich man in his own 
belief yesterday; to-day he is little better than a beggar." 

Yes, it was quite true. I went to see the oxen. I was 
luckier than most. By hard work and incessant watch- 
ing them, so that I got for them every nibble of grass 
that was to be got while they were not working, by buy- 
ing the stalks of mealeas out of private gardens for them 
at an enormous price, by covering them with rugs if they 
seemed ill, I had brought most of them through, when 
other oxen working for government were dying in 
numbers I I was the luckiest person in camp, and I felt 
almost as if I were selfish as I walked through the lines 
of tents and waggons on my way back, thinking of the 
ruin that had fallen on almost all in them. I went to the 
Higginses' little shanty. They knew they were ruined. 
They tried to take it bravely, did take it bravely, but 
you saw that the knowledge struck home. They had 
staked all, on their faith in Englisl^ trustworthiness. 
They had believed implicitly in the repeated asseverations 
of the Government that the Transvaal should remain 
British territory ; they had broken utterly with the Boers^ 
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they had lost all their oxen and cows^ all their sheep^ all 
their crops, all but two of their horses, and they were 
destined henceforth to be subject to the men whom we, 
by our promises, had tempted them to turn from friendly 
neighbours into enemies. The Sturtons were close to 
them in their waggon and tent. It was the same with 
them, only worse. Their very house had been despoiled, 
and they were old — very old. But it is useless to parti- 
cularize. Wherever you turned in that little camp you 
saw faces, heard voices that told you of ruin ; sometimes 
the thought of it was patiently borne, but the thought of 
the disgrace, which seemed to have been thrust on 
them, roused the anger of these men and women. 

'^ Look at those fellows,^' cried one old tradesman as two 
officers rode past ; " look at them with their welj-groomed 
horses and their dandy airs ! It's all they're good for 
to look pretty. We wouldn't have disgraced ourselves." 

*' You'd better take off your coats," cried another, as he 
passed some other officers ; " you're only Cfurying about 
the badge of your disgrace." 

Even the Kaffirs jeered at us. In the midst of all this, 
a large body of Boers were seen riding close past the 
camp. I was walking through the volunteers* Unes as 
they did so. The excitement was great. Some cried 
out to muster and charge them, not to submit to the 
insult that was being thrust on them ; some swore ; others 
cried out that they cared for nothing now, but would go 
and get dead drunk. This excitement had hardly sub- 
sided when Henning Pretorius, Joubert (I think), and 
Hendrick Schumann rode up to headquarters, on their 
shaggy nags, then rode through the camp to greet old 
acquaintances. How proud those men must have felt that 
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day, when the handsomely dressed gentlemen in military 
attire had to acknowledge them (whom they had termed^ 
and unjustly termed, '^ rebels *') their virtual conquerors. 
It was of no use trying to hide the fact under the cloak of 
generosity ; the Boers knew in their hearts that we should 
not have attempted to fight if there had been any gene- 
rosity in the matter, and so did we all, and we both knew 
also, that we had found them a harder nut to crack than 
we expected, and that the Government at home had 
considered the game not worth playing out. I knew 
Hendrick Schumann, but I could not, and would not greet 
him then ; but I saw him meet his only sister and kiss her, 
and that was a pleasant sight even to my eyes. But it 
was not pleasant to see men who had truckled to the 
English, now truckling to them — and that I also saw. 

The next morning, I determined to take my waggon 
out, and return to my house. The whole camp was break- 
ing up. I rode through the streets of the village early in 
the morning. Groups of Boers were riding about, look- 
ing proud and contented, a little insolent, perhaps, but 
that was not to be wondered at. Numbers of Boer 
waggons laden with produce had come in to the market. 
I saw Hendrick Schumann standing by his waggon in the 
midst of a knot of Boers, so I went up and spoke to him. 

'' I am sorry for the peace," I said, " it is a disgrace 
to my country ; but so far as my feelings towards you are 
concerned, I heartily congratulate you ; you have fought 
well and have got your reward.^' 

He took my hand. '^ What you say is true," he said, 
''and I thank you;" and his friends gave a united grunt. 

The village now became a scene of disorder. The 
canteens opened, the whole population, black and white 
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crowded into them, and things got worse instead of better 
the next day. For some reason, the crtoured men who 
had been impressed by Government wore not immediat<ely 
paid off. They wanted to get away to their families, but 
they had to wait, and in the meantime, having nothing 
else to do, they drank. The streets were full of howling, 
reeling wretches. All order seemed gone. Horses were 
stolen in the most daring manner. If one, with a saddle 
and bridle, were left for a moment, whilst his owner turned 
his back, as likely as not he would be seized and carried 
off in broad daylight. Mr. Higgins, after getting back 
WelUngton safe, nearly lost him thus ; and would have lost 
him entirely, if, leaping on a horse without a saddle, 
that stood close by, he had not pursued and caught the 
robber. Others, less fortunate, lost their horses altogether. 
Numbers of families had to be sent to their desolated 
homes with government oxen — having lost all their own. 
Many would not go, knowing that, without oxen to plough 
their land, it was of no use going to their farms. Men met 
me who told me that they had seen whole teams or 
individuals of a team of their own oxen, marked with 
their brand, in Boer waggons, bringing produce to the 
market, but they could not claim them ; one man even 
showed me the oxen he spoke of. I met men who 

seemed crushed by the disaster at every turn. Mr. N , 

the trader I had met at Andreas Mayepee's^ with his 
young Boer wife, almost wept as he said, '^ It has been 
cruel to us— cruel ! If the country was to be given back 
after all the solemn oaths that it should for ever remain 
English, why go to war ? Why force us who ftiust live 
amongst the Boers to declare openly against them, or be 
disloyal? It is not only that we are ruined, it is our 
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domestic happiness that has been destroyed. I am bat 
one amongst numbers who have thrown np the ties of 
relationship, of old friendship, only to be cast off like an 
encambrance. Numbers like me have turned love into 
hatred, have closed doors upon themselves which were 
ever open to them before." And what he said is true. 
Heavily as the destruction entailed by the peace has fallen 
on us English in the Transvaal, the real sufferer is the 
loyal Africander, and the loyal Boer. Our policy has 
robbed them not only of their property, but of their home, 
of even their country ; and they, unlike us English, cannot 
face the thought of leaving the land they have been bred 
in, to cross the sea and carve out a home for themselves 
elsewhere, but, if they mean to gain a livelihood for them- 
selves and their children, must bend their necks to the 
taunts which will be lavished by the Boers on those, who, 
having fought for and been discarded by the English, are 
now dependent on them. But the one person I dreaded 
seeing in Pretoria was Mrs. Erasmus. She had been a 
fine-looking old lady before Deesy died Now she was 
bont, shrivelled with grief. I often saw her, but it was 
ever the same sad wail that I heard, and what could I, or 
any one, say in answer to it ? ^' Oh ! if only he had died 
for any purpose ! Oh ! I clung to the thought that I had 
given him for his country's sake I But he was sacrificed — 
murdered I Why should they have sent my boy to be 
killed for nothing ? '' His father wandered about silent, 
the decrepitude of grief stealing over him visibly. Only 
once he spoke to me of his son's loss, when asking me to let 
my waggon and oxen take a simple tombstone to his grave. 
" 1 could bear it/' he said; ''but his mother; oh ! his 
mother ! '^ and he turned away. 

D d 
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CHAPTEE XXXn. 

In this my concluding chapter I trust my readers will 
excuse me if I enter into some details as to the manner 
in which the war and its results affected me personally. 
The narrative will hardly be entertaining, but, as hundreds 
have been ruined in a very similar manner, it will afford 
an illustration of how the process has been carried out 
in the Transvaal generally. 

Not long ago an oflScer who sat opposite to me at 
breakfast in an hotel, speaking of the ruin that had be- 
fallen numbers in that part of the world, aaked me 
whether I had suffered severely, and on my reply in the 
aflGirmative, asked whether the Boers had looted largely ? 
I told him that they had in some few cases, but that in 
my case, and in the case of the majority of the sufferers, 
ruin was not the result of being robbed ; and he then 
stated that he could not conceive how this could be 
the case. 

If any one who reads my story is of the same way of 
thinking, perhaps the end of it may throw a little light 
on the question. 

The animals impressed by Government were all valued 
some time after they were impressed, and had been 
working hard, while their food was stinted ; they had in 
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consequence become thin. Even in the state they were 
in, the valuation fell very much under the real value of 
the animals in a number of cases ; for this reason, no 
allowance was made in favour of salted animals. I cannot 
blame the Government for this, for, as there is no abso- 
lutely distinctive mark left by lung-sickness, red water, 
or horse disease, to have attempted any such valuation 
would have been impossible. In the case of lung-sick- 
ness, it is true, the tail of inoculated animals is often 
distorted or lost ; but then animals who have the disease 
naturally do not sufiFer in this way ; and in the case of 
the other two diseases, although people who study such 
matters can make a pretty good guess from the general 
appearance of the animal whether it is salted or not, still 
it is but a guess at best. Yet the fact of an ox or horse 
being salted produces a very large effect on its price, 
and real value. My oxen were known salted oxen, but 
they were valued as unsalted, and they were but a few 
amongst a great number of others similarly valued. The 
consequence of this was that most people, including 
myself, refused the valuation. It is true that I should 
under no circumstances have sold my oxen to Govern- 
ment, for the government animals are very cruelly treated, 
and I am afraid there is no remedy in the matter ; but in 
this I am an exception. 

When the peace was declared, I, and others, appliedto 
have our animals returned to us, and there was consider- 
able delay in the matter of the oxen. We also applied 
for hire of them and the waggons. We were told that 
the Government did not intend to adhere to English law 
in the matter, but to Eoman Dutch law — the old law of 
the Transvaal; and that the question whether by ib 

1> d 2 
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we were entitled to payment had been referred to the 
Attorney-General for his decision. That decision was 
not given for almost three weeks after the declaration of 
peace. In my case^ and no doubt in others, this was pro- 
ductive of evil ; for my already thin oxen had to be kept 
in Pretoria until, the decision being given, I could leave 
the village. I wanted to take loads to Natal, and the 
winter was coming on apace, while owing to there being 
hardly any grass to be had near Pretoria the poor beasts 
were getting thinner daily. 

If the Government had given over the country to the 
Boers at once without reserve, the results of the peace 
would have fallen less heavily on us ; but as it was, all of 
us knew that the Boers would never consent to any parti- 
tion of the Transvaal. The Boers themselves said so openly, 
but, in the face of the terms of the Convention, every one 
believed that England meant to retain a portion of it, 
and this we all knew meant a renewal of war, and an 
alliance between the Free-State and the Transvaal. This 
knowledge determined numbers, at great personal loss, 
to leave the Transvaal, if only for a time. My belief 
in this eventuality made me determine to risk taking 
my poor oxen to Natal with loads, rather than take them 
to Mr. Higgins's farm for the winter; my own farm 
would have been too cold for them in their impoverished 
state. 

The belief that war was imminent was prevalent 
amongst the military as well as civilians, and was in- 
creased by its being known that the forts round Pretoria 
were being strengthened. The Boers, too, spoke of the 
great probability of war; and indeed what official in- 
telligence we received breathed the same thought. All 
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work was at a standstill in Pretoria. All those who 
could were leaving the town. Owing to the uncertainty 
with regard to the settlement of the country all credit 
was at an end^ and people were obliged to realize at a 
great loss in order to meet current expenses. Numbers 
of waggon-loads of goods had been stopped on the road. 
The loads that were coming up to me had been stopped 
and warehoused at Newcastle. I had to pay for their 
warehousing, and now they were coming up, at heavy 
rates, to be thrown on my hands, when there would be no 
market for them, and I should only have the choice of 
selling them for a quarter of their value, or warehousing 
them. The only things which were saleable in Pretoria, 
at a fair price, were horses and fat oxen, and of the latter 
the Boers brought in numbers ; the value of everything 
else was wonderfully depreciated. The auctions were 
crowded with articles for sale, but there were no buyers, 
for there was no money. I saw a cart which would have 
been cheap at thirty-five pounds sold for five; a handsome 
silver-mounted biscuit-box (it was real silver) sold for less 
than ten shillings \ a very nice house with a large well- 
stocked garden, put up without reserve, and not a single 
bid made for it. There was absolutely no money in Pre- 
toria. The shops were offering goods for cost price, to 
get rid of them without loss, for loads which had been 
stopped on the road during the war were now coming up 
to them, and the market was diminishing daily. The 
whole village was in a fearful state of demoralization, and 
it was hard to keep one^s boys in hand at all. I have 
had to go personally to force a boy away from a canteen, 
and as a rule they were all either half or quite drunk. 
Thieving too was going on to a great extent in the 
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village, for, once outside ifc, the thief could defy the law, 
so that the temptation to rob and bolt was very great. 

The Felmans' house had been, I heard, broken into 
during the siege; I wanted Mrs. Eelman to go there 
iHth me then, and see whether any of my things had been 
taken, but she always made some excuse, and refused to 
let me have the key of the house to look. I had told 
her husband that if I was not allowed to investigate 
the matter in my own interest then, so as to be able to 
make an affidavit as to my loss and ask for compensation, 
I should be obliged to hold him responsible. At the end 
of the siege it turned out that all my property was gone, 
but it was of no use holding him responsible, for he was 
bankrupt. 

Mr. Higgins had gone to Surprise, to see how things 
were there. He brought me back word that all my 
lambs were gone — dead or stolen ; that seventy of my 
sheep, including all my wethers and my best ewes, were 
stolen, some of them having been taken after peace was 
proclaimed, and that my ram was also gone, — poor Hans, 
too ; and he said that the remaining ewes were in a piti- 
able condition from neglect. All his sheep were gone, 
so I asked him if he would care to buy mine cheap. He 
answered that he had no money. Mr. Sturton had lost 
his sheep, but he too had no money to buy any, and, in- 
deed, was living in Pretoria in his waggon, unable to 
leave, for it would have been useless for him to go, with- 
out oxen, to his desolated farm. 

It appeared that the Nell family had been rejoicing 
greatly over the discomfiture of the Higginses and had 
been purloining freely. So much for gratitude ! 

Added to this, a notice had been sent to Mr. Higgins 
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from the neighbouring Boers, telling him that all his 
standing crops, and indeed everything he had, was con- 
fiscated to the Boer Government, and that he was held 
responsible for nothing being wanting until the sittings 
of the Conference should come to an end, when he would 
be communicated with. I saw the letter stating this 
myself. Mr. Higgins returned to Pretoria, and reported 
the matter to the Administrator for the time. Colonel 
Bellairs. Hendrick Schumann heard of it, and declared, 
on the part of the Boer Government, that such a letter 
was utterly unauthorized ; also that the seizure of my 
sheep was an act of violence not authorized by the Boer 
leaders ; but in the meantime Mr. Higgins and I were 
the sufferers. 

I sent a waggon to Jackallsfontein, to bring Jimmy 
up, and was delighted to find that he had been kindly 
treated, and that two oxen which I had left on the farm 
had been kept safe. Little Boughy, too, came up flourish- 
ing, but nothing remained of all the crops I had sown. 
Of course his host made a good penny out of his board, 
Ac, but I was in no humour to haggle — only too glad to 
see him safe and sound. 

Lo De Plessis came up to pay me a visit, and try to 
borrow some money, in which he failed ; and the way he 
asked for different articles — sweets and snuff, &c. — to be 
bought as presents for him was very amusing. Jimmy 
and I gratified him in this. I knew of one case where a 
woman had been turned off her own farm by the Boers, 
under pain of being hung, and had had to walk forty 
miles into Pretoria, and I felt very grateful that Jimmy 
had been spared. 

I was getting anxious about the answer from the 
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Attorney-General. It was very bad for the oxen to remain 
in Pretoria^ the grass being all eaten off ; and every day 
the boys were going from bad to worse ; besides^ there 
were no means of making any money^ for all work was at 
a standstill. Ramonrs of a fresh outbreak of war were 
rife, and as the Boers all vowed that they would not yield 
np any of their country, while it was stated distinctly 
by Grovemment that this was one of the conditions of 
peace, it seemed likely that the rumours were true. 
Every day also brought accounts of the dissatisfaction of 
the Kaffirs, and threats of a general rising against the 
Boers, if the Transvaal were given back to them. People 
did not know what to do, and numbers were leaving 
every day for Natal. I determined to do the same, and 
agreed to take loads down there. It was the only way of 
making money; but the danger was, that the oxen, 
already overworked, would not stand the journey in the 
winter. Every day now was of importance, so as to get 
over the Drachensberg before the great cold set in — and 
still the Attorney-General sent no answer. 

My oxen were already drooping from bad feeding, and 
I even lost one of them, a favourite of mine ; Hendrick, 
too, was taking to very bad courses, and I had more than 
once discovered him in theft, but I contented myself with 
speaking to him, for it was almost impossible to get 
drivers, and I did not want to lose him. One evening, 
after a very hard day's work, I felt ill; I had been 
on my feet, packing up, so as to be ready to start at a 
moment's notice, when the decision about the hire of the 
oxen should be given, and had been in the saddle, too, 
looking after the oxen that were feeding at some dis- 
tance, and after the boys, who were all drunk except little 
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Hendrick. The next morning I had hardly got up when 
I was obliged to lie down again, and from that day I was 
unable to leave my bed for three weeks ! The news of 
the decision came two days after. It was what I ex- 
pected. No one was to receive a penny for the use of 
their oxen and waggons. The Government decided to 
act on the old Boer law, and by it no hire is allowed in 
time of war ! I believe that it was in consideration of 
my having given up my oxen and waggons voluntarily, 
that I was allowed seventy -five pounds as compensation 
for deterioration in the value of the oxen and waggons. 
I was told by other sufferers that no such compensation 
was allowed to them. It was a terrible blow to those who 
had counted on being paid, and to me the delay in giving 
me the answer was fatal. 

During my illness of course everything went to the 
bad, and at last I heard that Hendrick was stealing my 
oxen. I was getting better; had just been moved on to 
the sofa-chair, and was fortunately more capable of acting 
than I had been. I had him and the oxen caught, and so 
escaped this loss ; but Hendrick bolted. Weak as I was, 
I saddled up, and pursued him as far as Derde-poort, 
taking my revolver with me, but he had the start of me 
on horseback, and I had to turn back. As it was, I was 
shaking in the saddle as I rode into the village. I 
managed after some delay to obtain two drivers (" Boy " 
and my other driver had left me to go home), neither of 
them good ; and, although still ill, I started, taking Jimmy 
with me, and discharging Soldat and Clara. My goods 
had not yet arrived, but I could wait no longer, for the 
season was too far advanced as it was. 

It was a terrible trek. I rode by the side of the oxen 
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myself to see that they were tenderly treated, and not 
over-driven. I saw them blanketed every night before 
lying down, and often I have got up of a cold night from 
where I slept close to them, to see that they were covered. 
I watched them as if they were children rather than 
oxen, but all was vain, one by one they drooped, and lay 
down and died. The weather was very cold. Some I 
left behind in charge of farmers, but I knew they were 
doomed. They came to know me so well that I could 
not only work with them myself, but they would come 
up to me as I sat by the camp-fire, would rub their 
noses on my shoulder, or take mealeas out of my hand, 
and it was real grief to me to see them wasting away. 
If it had not been for this, I should often have enjoyed 
the picture round the camp-fire of a moonlight night 
before they were tied up, for the horses too would come 
and stand with their noses close to my shoulder, and often 
would try to take a piece of bread out of my hand as I 
was eating. 

It was an unlucky trek throughout. Poor little Roughy 
was bitten by a snake, and handsome Prince shot through 
the heart by a Boer. At last my spans were so decimated, 
that at Harrismiih they fairly gave in. I had to arrange 
for the loads to be brought on for me, and at first deter- 
mined to try to take the oxen loose over the Dracheus- 
berg and try to get them on to a warm farm, while I, for 
a time, once more tried my fortune as a governess, in, if 
possible, the employment of the owner of the farm, so as 
to be able to watch over them ; but the one day that I had 
to remain at Harrismith before starting with them showed 
me my error. It would have been cruelty to have ex- 
posed them to the long, toilsome ascent of the Berg, 
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where numbers of them would have lain down in the cold 
never to rise again, whilst I had an ofifer of selling them 
to a man who had sheds to shelter them in^ and plenty of 
good forage to give them. So I sold all but two of them 
at a third of what I paid for tbem^ and left all of them 
together with a gentleman who buys half-dying oxen as a 
speculation, having the means of cariug for them, and 
having a fancy for looking after them. The last thing I 
saw of them was comforting to a certain extent. They 
were all busy eating loose forage which was thrown to 
them with a lavish hand, and seemed to be enjoying 
themselves, although one of them (one of the two I left as 
hoarders) left his forage to come over to me when he 
caught sight of me, and put his great wet nose against 
me in sign of friendship. 

The depression of trade in the Transvaal was making 
itself felt even at Natal. Firms there were ofEering goods 
as cheap as you could buy them in some cases in Eng- 
land, and this applies to Harrismith as well. Large 
stocks of articles had been sent over to firms for trans- 
mission to the Transvaal, and were now left on their 
hai;ids. Crowds of emigrants were coming down from the 
Transvaal, and the market was overstocked with people 
wanting employment. There were no good prices being 
oflfered for anything except fat oxen, and garden or dairy 
produce, which lattor, strange to say, always commands a 
high price in South Africa ; and instead of being able to 
sell my waggons well, as I had hoped, I could get no 
more than about half value for them. The depression 
was so great that the auctioneers often refused to sell 
rather than let articles go so much below their real value, 
as they would have done by accepting the highest bid. 
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I think what I have told will show those who read it, 
how ruin has come to numbers owing to the war and the 
subsequent Convention, without being due to any looting 
on the part of the Boers. The compensation offered by 
the Government, even if it be paid, which is doubtful, will 
come tardily, and only direct losses are to be admitted. As a 
fact, most of the people who have been ruined, have been 
ruined by indirect losses, and this without counting the loss 
entailed by the depreciation in value of landed property, 
which is such that properties which would have fetched a 
high price before the war are now unsaleable. It would be 
impossible so far as I see, for any government to con- 
template compensation for indirect losses, but it is hard 
that a government can sign away that which numbers 
have toiled hard to earn ; and yet this is what has been 
done in the matter of the Transvaal. All that I have to 
add is, tbat I took Jimmy with me to Natal, where he 
got a fairly good situation ; and that Eclipse and Dandy, 
and little Moustache, are well, and still belong to me. 
Herewith I make my bow, and end my story. 



THE END. 
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" Such works are a glorious beatificatioa for a poet."— i^/^MMnnw. 

Christ in Song. By Dr. Philip Schaff. A New Edition, 

Revised, cloth, gilt edges, dr. 

Cohbett {William). A Biography. By Edward Smith. 2 

vols., crown 8vo, 35J. 
Confessions of a Frivolous Girl {The) : A Novel of Fashionable 
Life. Edited by Robert Grant. Crown 8vo, dr. 

Cradle-IJand of Arts and Creeds ; or. Nothing New under the 
Sun. By Charles J. Stone, Barrister-at-law, and late Advocate, 
High Courts, Bombay. 8vo, pp. 4.20, cloth, 141. 

Cripps the Carrier. 3rd Edition, 6j. See Blackmore. 

Cruise of H.M,S. " Challenger'' {The). By W. J. J. Spry. R.N. 
With Route Map and many Illustrations. 6th Edition, demy 8vo, cloth, 
\%s. Cheap Edition, crown Svo, some of the Illustrations, 7^. dd. 

Curious Adventures of a Field Cricket. By Dr. Ernest 
Cand^^zb. Translated by N. D' An vers. Wiih numerous fine 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt, 7j. d/.; plain binding and edges, 5/. 

ryANA {R. H.) Two Years before the Mast and Twenty-Four 
■^-^ years After. Revised Edition, with Notes, i2mo, fir. 

Daughter {A) of Heth. By W. Black. Crown 8vo, 6j. 
Day of My Life {A) ; or, Every Day Experiences at Eton. 

By an Eton Boy, Author of ''About Some Fellows." idmo, cloth 

extra, 2x. 6d. 6th Thousand. 



List of Publications. 



Diane, By Mrs. Macquow. Crown 8yO| 6^. 

Dick Cheveley : his Fortunes and Misfortunes. By W. H. G. 
Kingston. 350 pp^ fqtuure i6ino, and 22 fiill-page IHostrations. 
Cloth, gilt edges, 7j. 6d, ; pUdner binding, plain edges, 5^. 

Dick SandSf the Boy Captain. By Jules Verne. With 
nearly 100 Illustrationa, cloth, gilt, lOf. 6d, ; plain binding and plain 
edges, 5j. 

Dictionary {General) of Archeology and Antiquities. From 
the French of £. Bosc. Crown 8vo, with nearly 200 Illustrations, 
lor. (>d. . 

Dodge {Mrs. M.) Hans Brinker; or^ the Silver Skates. An 
entirely New Edition, with 59 Full-page and other Woodcuts. 
Squaze crown 8yo, cloth extra, $s, ; Text only, paper, is. 

Dogs of Assize. A Legal Sketch-Book in Black and White. 
Containing 6DrawingB by Walter J. Allen. FoUo^ in wrapper, ds. %d. 

^IGHT Cousins. See Alcott. 

Eighteenth Century Studies. Essays by F. Hitchman. 

Demy 8vo, i&r. 

Elementary Education in Saxony. By J. L. Bashford, M.A., 
Trin. Coll., Camb. For Masters and Mistresses of Elementary 
Schools. Sewn, is. 

Elinor Dryden. By Mrs. Macquoid. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

Embroidery {Handbook of). By L. Higgin. Edited by Lady 
Marian Alford, and published by authority of the Royal School of 
Art Needlework. With 16 page Illustrations, Designs for Borders^ 
&C. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

English Philosophers. Edited by Iwan Muller, M.A., New 

College, Oxon. A Series of Volumes containing short biographies 
of the most celebrated English Philosophers, to each of whom is 
assigned a separate volume, giving as comprehensive and detailed a 
statement of nis views and contrumtions to Philosophy as possible, 
explanatory rather than critical, opening with a brief biographical 
sketch, and condudingwith a short general sununary, and a biblio- 
graphical appendix. The Volumes wul be issued at boief interval^ in 
square l6mo, 3j. 6<£, containing about aoo pp. each. 

The following are in the press .■<— 

Baoon. Professor Fowler, Professor of Logic in Oxford. 
Berkeley. Professor T. H. Grben, Professor of Moral Philosophy, 

Oxford. 
Hamilton. Professor Monk, Professor of Moral Philosophy, Dublin. 



J. B. Kill. HxLXN Taylor, Editor of " The Works of BnckL^" Ac. 



[Ready. 
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En^ish Philcsopkirs (continued) / — 

HuiMl. Rev. J. H. HucKiN, D.D., Head Master of Repton. 
Adam Smith. J. A. Farrbr^ M.A, Author of "Primitive 

Manners and Customs." \,Ready. 

Eobbas. A. H. Cosset, B.A., Fellow of New Coll^, Oxford. 
B«ntham. G. E. Buckle, M. A^ Fellow of All Souu', Oxford. 
Auatin. Harky Johnson, B.A., late Scholar of Queen's College^ 

Oxford. 
Hartley. J) E. S. BowBN, B.A., late Scholar of New College, 
James KULJ Oxford. [^«i^. 

^^S^- ] Prof«or FOWLER. 

Arrangnmenti mrt inpregrest/cr volumes an Locks, Hums, Palbt, Rbid, 6^e. 

Episodes of French History. Edited, with Notes, Genealogical| 
Historical, and other Tables, by Gustave Masson, B. A 
I. Oharlema^ne and the Oarlovi&siana. 
' 2. liouie XI. and the Crasades. 

3. Francis I. and Charles V. \ 

4. Francis I. and the Benaissance. 

The above Series is based upon M. Guizot's "History of France." 
Each volume is choicely Illustrated, with Maps, 2s. 6d. 

Erema ; or. My Fat/ier^s Sin, See Blackmore. 

Etcher {77ie). Containing 36 Examples of the Original 
Etched-work of Celebrated Artists, amongst others : Birket Foster, 
T. £. Hodgson, R.A., Colin Hunter, J. P. Heseltine, Robert 
W. Macbeth, R. S. Chattock, H. R. Robertson, &c., &c 
Imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. 12s. 6d. 

Eton. See « Day of my Life," " Out of School," " About Some 

Fellows." 

Evans (C) Over the Hills and Far Away, By C. Evans. 

One Volume, crown 8vo, cloth extra, lOr. td. 



A Strange Friendship, Crown 8vo, cloth, 5J. 



Eve of Saint Agnes (The), By John Keats. Illustrated with 
Nineteen Etchings by Charles O. Murray. Folio, cloth extra, 21s, 
An Edition de Luxe on large paper, containing proof impressions, has 
been printed, and specially bound, 3/. 3r. 

T^ARM Ballads. By Will Carleton. Boards, ix.; cloth, 

*• gilt edges, u, 6d, 

Fern Paradise (The) : A Plea for the Culture of Ferns, By 
F. G. Heath. New Edition, entirely Rewritten, Illustrated with 
Eighteen fuU-page, numerous other Woodcuts, indudine 8 Plates of 
Ferns and Four Photographs, large post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, I2s, 6dm 
Sixth Edition. In 12 Parts, sewn, is. each. 



Lhf of PuMicatums. 



Fern World {The). By F. G. Heath, Illustrated by Twelve 
Coloured Plates, giving complete Figures (Sixty-four in all) of evexy 
Species of British Fern, printed from Nature; by sevepl full-page 
Engravings. Cloth, gilt, oth Edition, I2s, 6d, 

''Mr. I&ATH has really given tks pood, well- written desoiptions of our native 
FemSp with indications of tncir habitats, the conditions under which they grow 
naturally, and under which they may be cultivated."— y(/AM«wM. 

Few {A) Hints on Proving WUls, Enlarged Edition, \s. 
First Steps in Conversational French Grammar, By F. Julien. 
Being an Introduction to "Petites Le9ons de Conversation et de 
Gnimmaire," l^ the same Author. Fcap. 8vo, 128 pp., is. 
Flooding of the Sahara (27u). See Mackenzie. 

Food for the People ; or, Lentils and other Vegetable Cookery, 
By £. E. Orlebar. Third Thousand. Small post 8vo, boards, u. 

FooTs Errand {A). By One of the Fools. Author of Bricks 

without Straw. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 
8j. 6^. 

Footsteps of the Master. See Stowe (Mrs. Beecher). 

Forbidden Land {A) : Voyages to the Corea. By G. Oppert. 
Numerous Illustrations and Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 21s. 

Four Lectures on Electric Induction. Delivered at the Royal 
Institution, 1878-9. By J. E. H. Gordon, B.A. Cantab. With 
numerous Illustrations. Cloth limp, square i6mo, 3^. 

Foreign Countries and the British Colonies. Edited by F. S. 
Pulling, M.A., Lecturer at Queen's College^ Oxford, and formerly 
Professor at the Yorkshire Collie, Leeds. A Series of small Volumes 
descriptive of the principal Countries of the World by well-known 
Authors, each Countiy being treated of by a Writer who from 
Personal Knowledge is qualified to speak with authority on the Subject 
The Volumes average 180 crown 8vo pages each, contain 2 Maps 
and Illustrations, crown 8vo, 31. td. 

The following is a List of the Volumes : — 
Denmark and Iceland. By £. C. Otte, Author of " Scandinavian 

History," &c. 
Greece. By L. Sergeant, B.A., Knight of the Hellenic Order 

of Ihe Saviour, Author of " New Greece." 
Switserland. By W. A. P. Coolidge, M.A., Fellow of 

Magdalen College, Editor of The Alpine Journal. 
Austria. By D. Kay, F.R.G.S. 
Bnaeia. By W. R. Morfill, M.A., Oriel College, Oxford, 

Lecturer on the Ilchester Foundation, &c. 
Persia. By Major-Gen. Sir F. J. Goldsmid, K.C.S.I., Author of 

" Telegraph and Travel," &c. 
Japan. By S. Mossman, Author of ** New Japan," &c. 
Peru. By Clements H. Markham, M.A., C.B. 
Canada. By W. Fraser Rab, Author of << Westward by 

Rai^^&c. 
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Foreign Countries {continued) : — 

Sweden and Norway. By the Rev. F. H. Woods. M. A., Fellow 

of St John's College, Oxford. 
The West Indiea. By C H. Edbn, F.R.G.S.| Author of " Frozen 

Asia," &c 
Kew Zealand. 
France. By Miss M. Robkrts, Author of ** The Atelier da Lys," 

"Mdlle.Mori/'&c. 
Bffypt. By S. Lank Poole, B.A., Author of "The Life of Edward 

Lane," &c. 
Spain. By the Rer. Wbntwob^tk Webstsr, M.A., Chaplain at 

St Jean de Luz. 
Tnrkey-in-Asia. By J. C. McCoAN, M.P. 
Anatralia. By J. F. Vbsby FitzgbralDi late Premier of New 

South Wales. 
Holland. By R. L. Pools. 

Franc {Maude Jeani), The following form one Series, small 
post 8to, in uniform cloth bindings, with gilt edges: — 

— ^— Emilys Choice, 51. 

HalVs Vineyard, 41. 

John^s Wife : a Story of Life in South Australia, 45. 

— — Marian ; or^ the Light of Some Onis Home* 51. 

Silken Cords and Iron Fetters. 4s. 

— — Vermont Vale, 55. 

Minnies Mission, 4J. 

Little Mercy. 5X. 

— ^— Beatrice Melton's Discipline. 41. 

Froissart {The Bo^s). Selected from the Chronicles of Eng- 
land, France, Spain, &c. By Sidney Lanier. The Volume is 
fully Illustrated, and uniform with ' ' The Boy's King Arthur.** Crown 
8vo, cloth, is, 6d, 

r^AMES of Patience. See Cadogan. 
Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols, in i, small 4tOy 10s. 6d 
THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. 

Price dr. each ; or in calf extra, price lor. 6d, ; Smaller Edition, cloth 

extra, 2s, 6d. 
A Reprint (with the exception of " Familiar Words " and ''Other 
People's Windows'^) has been issued in very neat limp cloth bindings 
at 2s, 6d, each. 

The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of Character 

of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. 21st Edition. 

" Deserves to be printed in letten of gold, and circulated ia every houM."^ 
Chamheri JommdU 
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The Gentle Life Series {continued) .^ — 

About in the World, Essays by Author of ** The Gentle Life.*' 

" Tt is not easy to open it at any page without finding some handy idea."— ilf^fw- 
ing Pott, 

Like unto Christ, A New Translation of Thomas 'k Kempis' 

<* De Imitatione ChristL*^ 2nd Edition. 

" Could not be presented in a more eiiquisite form, for a more sightly volume was 
never seen." — lUtitiraUd London Nev*t, 

Familiar Words, An Index Verborum, or Quotation Hand- 
book. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences 
that have become embedded in the English language. 4th and 
enlarged Edition, dr. 

"The most extensive dictionary of quotation we have met 'm^!*~~NoUt imd 
QveruM, 

Essays by Montaigne. Edited and Annotated by the Author 

of "The GenUe Life." With Portrait. 2nd Edition. 

" We should be glad if anj words of ours could help to bespeak a large drcula- 
tioo fortius handsome attractive book." — lUustraUd Tt$nts, 

The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadui. Written by Sir Philip 

Sidney. Edited with Notes by Author of " The Gentle Life." 7/. dd. 
"All the best things are retained intact in Mr. Friswell's edition.**— JS'jroiwMwr. 

I7u Gentle Life. 2nd Series, 8th Edition. 

" There is not a rin^le thought in the volume that does not contribute in some 
measure to the formation of a true gentleman." — Daily News, 

The Silent Hour: Essay s. Original and Selected By the 

Author of " The Gentle Life." 3rd Edition. 
"All who possess ' The Gentle Life ' should own this volume.**— .S'/«Wan/. 

Half Length Portraits. Short Studies of Notable Persons. 
By J. Hain Fkiswbll. 

Essays on English Writers^ for the Self-improvement of 

Students in English Literature. 

"To all who have neglected to read and stud^r their native literature we would 
certainly suggest the volume before us as a fitting introducdon." — Examiner. 

Other Peoples Windows. By J. Hain Friswell. 3rd Edition. 

"The chapters are so lively in themselves, so mingled with shrewd views of 
human nature, so full of illustrative anecdotes^ that the reader cannot iail tobe 
amused."— il/^ritiiv Pott, 

A Maris Thoughts. By J. Hain Friswell. 



German Primer. Being an Introduction to First Steps in 

German. By M. T. Preu. 2s. 6d. 

Getting On in the World ; or^ Hints on Success in Life. By 
W. Mathews, LL.D. Small post 8vo, cloth, zs. 6d, ; gilt edges, 3;. 6d. 

GUjHfCs Forest Scenery. Edited by F. G. Heath. Large 
post 8yo, with numerous Illustrations. Uniform with *'The Fern 
world," \2s. ^. In 6 monthly parts, 2s. each. 
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Gordon (J". E, If J). See " Four Lectures on Electric Induc- 
tion," " Physical Treatise on Electricity," &c 

Gouffh. The Royal Cookery Book. By Jules GouffjS ; trans- 
lated and adapted for English use by Alphonsb GouFpi, Head 
Pastrycook to her Majesty the Queen. Illustrated with large plates 
printed in colours. loi Woodcuts, 8vo, bloth extra, gilt edges, 2L ajw 

Domestic Edition, half-bound, loj. 6//. 

" By far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever been sub- 
mitted to the gastronomical world." — Pall Mall Gazette, 

Great Artists. See " Biographies." 

Great Historic Galleries of England {The). Edited by Lord 
Ronald Go WER, F.S.A., Trustee of the National Portrait Gallery. 
Illustrated by 24 laxge and carefully-executed/^rmaff^»/ Photographs 
of some of the most celebrated Pictures by the Great Masters. Imperial 
4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 361. 

Great Musicians (The). A Series of Biographies of the Great 
Musicians. Edited by F Hueffer. 



5. Bosslni, and the Modem Italian 

School By H. Sutkeeland 
Edwards. 

6. Karoello. By Arrigo Borro. 

7. Paroell. By H. W. Cummings. 



1. Waflrner. By the Editor. 

2. Weber. By Sir Julius 

Benedict. 

3. Mendel—ohn. By Joseph 

Bennett. 

4. Sohubert. By H. F.Frost. 
*«* Dr. Hiller and other distinguished writers, both English and 

Foreign, have promised contributions. Each Volume is complete in 
itself. Small post 8vo, doth extra, y. 

Guizofs History of France. Translated by Robert Black. 

Super-royal 8vo, very numerous Full-page and other Illustrations. In 
8 vols., cloth extra, ^It, each 24J. 

" It supplies a want which has long been felt, and ought to be in tiie hands of all 
stttdenu of histoiy."— T^mmt. 

— -_^__.^_ Massof^s School Edition. The 

History of P'rance from the Earliest Times to the Outbreak of the 
Revolution; abridged from the Translation by Robert Black, M.A., 
with Chronol(Mncu Index, Historical and G^ealogical Tables, &c 
By Professor Uustave Masson, B.A., Assistant Master at Harrow 
SchooL With 24 full-page Portraits, and many other Illustrations. 
I voL, demy 8vo, 600 pp., cloth extra, lor. dd. 

Guizoi^s History of England. In 3 vols, of about 500 pp. each, 
containing 60 to 70 Full-page and other Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt, 
24r. each. 



" For loxurv of typography, plainness of print, and beauty of illttstratioD, these 
volumes, of which out one has as vet appeared in English, will hold theur own 
agauBst any production of an age so luxunous as oor own in everything, tjrpography 
not excepted" — Timet, 

Guyon {Afde.) Life. By Upham. 6th £ditioD| crown 8vO| 6x, 
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ZJANDBOOK to the Charities of London. See Low's. 



of Embroidery ; which see, 

to the Principal Schools of England. See Practical. 



Half Hours of Blind Man^s Holiday ; or^ Summer and Winter 

Sketches in Black and White. By W. W. Fenn, Author of ** After 

Sundown," &c. 2 vols., cr. 8vo, 24X. . 
Hall {IV. W.) How to Live Long; or^ 1408 Health Maxims^ 

Physical, Mental, and MoraL By W. W. Hall, A.M., M.D. 

Small post Svo, doth, 2s, Second Edition. 

Hans Brinker; or^ the Silver Skates. See Dodge. 
Harper^ s Monthly Magazine. Published Monthly. 160 pages, 
fully Illustrated, is. With two Serial Novels by celebrated Authors. 




St. yamet^t GasttU. 

"It is so pretty, so In^, and so dieap. ... An extnordinaiy shillingsworth— > 
z6o la]]ee octavo paffes, with over a score of articles, and more than three times as 
maziy illustrations. ''--^dJM^wfx^ Daily Rtvirw, 

** An amazing shiUingsworth • • . combining choice literature of both nations.**— 
NoncoM/brmist, 

Heart of Africa. Three Years* Travels aiM Adventures in the 

Unexplored Regions of Central Africa, from 1868 to 187 1. By Dr. 
Georg Schweinfurth. Numerous Illustrations, and large Map. 
2 vols., crown 8vo, doth, 15^. 

Heath {Francis George). See " Fern World," " Fern Paradise," 

"Our Woodland Trees," "Trees and Ferns," "GUpin's Foic^. 
Scenery," " Bumham Beeches," "Sylvan Spring," &c 

Heber^s (Bishop) Illustrated Edition of Hymns. With upwards 
of 100 beautiful Engravings. Small 4to, handsomely bound, ^s. 6d^ 
Morocco, i8x. 6d. and 21s, An entirely New Edition. 

Heir of Kilfinnan ( The), New Story by W. H. G. Kingston, 
Author of " Snow Shoes and Canoes," &c With Illustrations. Cloth, 
gilt edges, 7^. (>d. ; plainer binding, plain edges, $s. 

History and Handbook of Photography, Translated from the 
French of Gaston Tissandier. Edited by J. Thomson. Imperial 
i6mo, over 300 pages, 70 Woodcuts and Specimens of Prints by the 
best Permanent Processes. Second Edition, with an Appendix by 
the late Mr. Henry FoxTiiLBOT. Cloth extra, 6s. 

History of a Crime (The) ; Deposition of an Ey&witness. By 
Victor Hugo. 4 vols., crown Svo, 42s. Cheap Edition, i vol., 6s, 

Ancient Art. Translated from the German of John 

WiNCKELif ANN, by JOHN LoDGE, M.D. With very numerons 
Plates and Illustrations. 2 vols., Svo, 36r. 

— — England. See Guizot. 

— Frana. See Guizor, 
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J ADY Silverdai^s Sweetheart. 6s. See Black. 

Lenten Meditations, In Two Series, each complete in itself. 
6;^ the Rev. Clauds Bosanquet, Author of ''Blossoms from the 
lung's Garden." i6mo, doth, First Series, is.td, ; Second Series, zr. 

Library of Religious Poetry. A Collection of the Best Poems 
of all Ages and Tongues. With Biographical and Literary Notes. 
Edited by Philip Schaff, D.D., LL.D., and Arthur. Gilman, 
M. A. Royal 8vo, pp. 1036, doth extra, gilt edges, 21s. 

Life and Letters of the Honourable Charles Sumner {The). 
2 vols., royal 8vo, doth. Second Edition, 36/. 

Lindsay {IV. S.) History of Merchant Shipping and Ancient 
Commerce. Over 150 Illustrations, Maps, and Charts. In 4 vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth extra. Vols, i and 2, 21s. ; vols. 3 and 4, 24r. each. 

Little Britain ; together with The Spectre Bridegroom^ and A 
L^end of Sleepy Hollow. By Washington Irving. An entirdy 
New Edition ae luxe, specially suitable for Presentation. Illustrated 
by 120 very fine Engravings on Wood, by Mr. J. D. Cooper. 
Designed by Mr. Charles O. Murray. Square crown 8vo, doth 
extra, gilt edges, iQr. (xL ^ 

Little King; or, the Taming of a Young Russian Count. By 
S. Blandy. 64 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt edges, 7j. 6d, ; pkuner 
binding, 5/. 

Little Mercy ; or, For Better for Worse. By Maude Jeanne 
Franc, Author of "Marian," "Vermont Vale," &c., &c Small 
post 8vo, doth extra, 4r. Second Edition. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. New Edition, crown 8 vo, boards, coloured 

wrapper, 2s. 

Lmtfs German Series — 

1. The niiuitrated Gherman Primer. Being the ea^est introduction 

to the study of German for all beginners, is, 

2. The Ohildren'a own Oerman Book. A Selection of Amusing 

and Instructive Stories in Prose. Edited by Dr. A. L. Meissner. 
Small post 8vo, doth, \s, 6d, 

3. The First Gherman Beader, for Ohildren fTom Tarn to 

Fourteen. Edited by Dr. A. L. Meissner. Small post 8vo, 
cloth, is, 6d, 

4. The Second Oerman Header. Edited by Dr. A. L. Meissner. 

Small post 8vo, doth, is. 6d. 

Buchheisn^s Deutsche Prasa, 7\tw Volumes, Sold separatdy t-^ ' 

5. Schlller*a Frosa. Containing Sdections from the Prose Works 

of Schiller, with Notes for Engli^ Students. By Dr. Buchheim. 
Small post 8vo, 2s, 6d, 

6. Goethe's Prosa. Selections from the Prose Works of Goethe, 

with Notes for English Students. By Dr. Buchheim. Small 
post 8vo, ys, 6d. 
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Loti^s InttmaHonal Series of 2by Books. 6d. each; or 

Mounted on Linen, is. 

1. Little Fred and his Fiddle, from Asbjomsen's "Norwegian 

Fairy Tales." 

2. The Lad and the North Wind, ditta 

3. The Pancake, ditto. 

4. The Little ICatoh Olrl, from H. C Andersen's '* Danish 

Fairy Tales." 

5. The Bmperor'e New Olothee, ditto. 

6. The Gallant Tin Soldier, ditto. 

The above in i vol., cloth extra, gilt edges, with the whole 36 
Coloured Illustrations, 5^. 

ZoTt^s Standard Library of Travel and Adventure. Crown 8vo, 

bound uniformly in cloth extra, price *js. 6d. 

1. The Great Lone Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

2. The WUd North Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

3. How I found Livingstone. By H. M. Stanley. 

4. The Threshold of the Unknown Beffion. By C. R. Mark- 

HAM. (4th Edition, with Additional Chapters, lOir. 6^.) 

5. A Whalinier Cruise to Baifin's Bay and the Gulf of Boothia. 

By A. H. Markham. 

6. Oampaiffninff on the Oxtis. By J. A. MacGahan. 

7. Akim-foo: the History of a Failore. By Major W. F. 

Butler, C.B. 

8. Ocean to Ooean. By the Rev. George M. Grant. With 

Illustrations. 

9. Omise of the Challen^r. By W. J. J. Spry, R.N. 

la Sohweinfturth's Heart of Africa. 2 vols., 151. 

II. Thronflrh the Dark Continent. By H. M. Stanley, i vol., 
\2S. (td, 

LoTifs Standard Novels. Crown 8vo, 6s. each, cloth extra. 

Ky Lady Greensleeves. By Helen Mathers, Authoress of 

" Comin' through the Rye," " Cherry Ripe," &c. 
Three Feathers. By William Black. 

A Banffhter of Heth. 13th Edition. By W. Black. With 

Frontispiece by F. Walker, A.R.A. 
Xilmeny. A Novel By W. Black. 
In Silk Attire. By W. Black. 
La<ly SUverdale's Sweetheart. By W. Black. 

History of a Crime : The Story of the Coup d'Etat. By Victor 
Hugo. 
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Zoftfs Standard Novels {continued) : — 

Alloa Lorraine. By IL D. Blackmork. 

X«oma Doone. By R. D. Blackmo&s. 8th Edition. 

Oradook KoweU. By R. D. Blackmo&e. 

Olara Vauflrhaa. By R. D. Blackmork. 

Gzlppa the Carrier. By R. D. Blackmork. 

Brema; or, Vy Father'e Sin. By R. D. BLACKMORXi 

Xary Anerley. By R. D. Blackmork. 

Innocent. By Mrs. Oliphant. Eight Illustrations. 

Work. A Story of E]q)erience. By Louisa M. Al^ott. Ulustra- 
tions. See also Rose Libnury. 

The Afghan Knife. By R. A. Stkrndalk, Author of "Seonee." 
▲ French Heiress In her own Chateau. By the Author of 

•• One Only," " Constantia," ^c. Six Illustrations. 
Vlnety-Three. By Victor Hugo. Numerous Illustrations. 
Xy Wife and I. By Mrs. Brkcher Stowe. 
Wreck of the Orosvenor. By W. Clark Russell. 
John Holdsworth (Chief Mate). By W. Clark Russell. 
Elinor Bryden. By Mrs. Macquoid. 
Diane. By Mrs. Macquoid. 

Foffanuc Feople, Their Loves and Lives. By Mrs. Beechis. 
Stowe. 

A Qolden Sorrow. By Mrs. Cashel Hoby. 

A Story of the Dragonnades ; or, Asylom ChrlstL By the Rev. 
E. GiLLIAT, M.A. 

Loufs Ifanddaok to the Charities of London, Edited and 
revised to date by C. Mackeson, F.S.S., Editor of "A Guide to the 
Churches of London and its Suburbs," &c Paper, is, ; cloth, u. (uL 

JLTACGAHAN {/. A,) Campaigning on the Oxus, and the 
^ ^-^ Fall of Khiva. With Map and numerous Illustrations, 4th Edition, 
small post 8vo, cloth extra, ^s» dd, 

Macgregpr {John) ^^Roh Roy** on the Baltic. 3rd Edition, 
small post 8vo, 2s. 6d. ; cloth, gilt edges, 39. 6d. 

A Thousand Miles in the ^'Rob Roy** Canoe, nth 

Edition, small post 8vo, 2j. 6</. ; cloth, gilt edges, 3/. (xi. 

Description of the " Rob Roy** Canoe, with Plans, 



&C., If. 

The Voyage Alone in the Yawl ^^ Rob Roy.*' New 



Edition, . thoroughly revised, with additions, small post 8vo, 5j. ; 
boards, 2x. 6d. 
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Mackenzie (Z>.) ""The Flooding of the Sahara. By Donald 
Mackenzie. Syo, doth extra, with lUustratioDs, lor. td, 

Macquoid{Mrs?i Elinor Dryden. Crown 8vo, doth, 6* 

Diane. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

Magazine. See Harper. 

Markham (C. J?.) The Threshold of the Unknown Region. 
Crown 8yo» with Four Maps, 4th Edition. Cloth extra, lar. dd. 

Maury {Commander) Physical Geography of the Sea, and its 
Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction and Enlargement of his formei 
Work, with Charts and Diagrams. New Edition, crown 8vo, 6s, 

Memoirs of Count Mtot de Melito. 2 vols., demy 8vo, 36J. 

Memoirs of Madame de Rkmusat, 1802 — 1808. By hei Grand- 
son, M. Paul de R^musat, Senator. Translated by Mrs. Cashel 
HoEY and Mr. John Lillie. 4th Edition, cloth extra. This 
work was written by Madame de R^musat during the time she 
was living on the most intimate terms with the Empress Josephine, 
and is full of revelations respecting the private life of Bonaparte, and 
of men and politics of the first' years of the century. Revelations 
which have already created a great sensation in Paris. 8vo, 2 vols., 32^. 

Menus (366, one for ecuh day of theyear). Translated from the 
French of Count Brisse, by Mrs. Matthew Clarke. Crown 
8vo, I or. 6d. 

Men of Mark : a Gallery of Contemporary Portraits of the most 
Eminent Men of the Day taken from Life, especially for this publica- 
tion, price \s. 6d. monthly. Vols. I., II., III., Iv., and V., hand- 
somely bound, cloth, gilt edges, 25J. each. 

Mendelssohn Family {The). Translated from the German of 
£. Bock. Demy 8vo, idr. 

Michael Strogoff. los. 6d. and 5^. See Verne. 

Mitford (Miss). See " Our Village." 

Military Maxims. By Captain B. Terling. Medium i6mo, 

in roan case, with pencil for the pocket, lOr. 6d. 

Mountain and Prairie : a Journey from Victoria to Winnipeg^ 
viA Peace River Pass. By the Rev. Daniel M. Gordon, B.D., 
Ottawa. Small post 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations, doth extra, 
8f . 6d. 

Music. See " Great Musicians." 

My Lady Greensleeves. By Helen Mathers, Authoress of 
"Comin' through the Rye," "Cherry Ripe^" &c. I vol. edition, 
crown 8vo, clot^ 6x. . , 
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Mysterious Island, By Jules Verne. 3 vols., imperial i6mo. 

150 Illustrations, doth gilt, 31; (xL each; elaborately bomid, gilt 
^gcs, 7j. dd, each. Cheap Edition, with some of the Blostrations^ 
doth, gilt, 2J. ; paper, ix. each. 

ATATIONAL Music of the World. By the late Henry F. 
^ ^ Chorley. Edited by H. G. Hewlett. Crown 8vo, doth, 8x. (kL 

Naval Br^ade in South Africa {The). By Henry F. Nor- 
BURY, C.B., R.N. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, icxr. 6d, 

New Child s Play (A). Sixteen Drawings by E. V. B. Beauti- 
fully printed in colours, 4to, cloth extra, 12s. 6d. 

New Guinea (A Few Months in). By Octavius C. Stone, 

F.R.G.S. With numerous Illustrations from the Author's own 
Drawings. Crown 8yo^ doth, izr. 

What I did and what I saw. By L. M. D'Albertis, 



Officer of the Order of the Crown of Italy, Honorary Member and 
Gold Medallist of the I.R.G.S., C.M.Z.S., &c., &c. In 2 toIs., 
demy 8vo, doth extra, with Maps, Coloured Plates, and numerous 
very fine Woodcut Illustrations, 42/. 

New Ireland, By A. M. Sullivan, M.P. for Louth, a vols., 

demy 8vo, 30^. Cheaper Edition, i vol., crown 8 vo, %s.6d* 

New Novels. Crown Svo, cloth, 10s. 6d. per vol. : — 

ICary Karston. By George MacDonald. 3 vols. Third Edition. 

Sarah da Beranffer. By Jean Ingelow. 3 vols. 

Don John. By Jean Ingelow. 3 vols. 

Snnrlaa : A Story of these Times. By William Black. 3 vols. 

A Sailor's Sweetheart. By W. Clark Russell, Author of "The 

Wreck of the Grosvenor," "John Holdsworth," &c. 3 vols. 
Iilaa Lena. By Edward Jenkins, Author of "Ginxs Baby." 

2 vob. 

▲ Plot of the Present Bay. By Kate Hope. 3 vols. 

Black Abbey. By M. Crommelin, Author of "Queenie," &c. 

3 vols. 

Flower o' the Broom. By the Author of " Rare Pale Margaret," 

3 vols. 
The Grandidiers : A Tale of Berlin. Translated from the German 

by Captain Wm. Savile. 3 vols. 
Brrant : A Life Stoiy of Latter^Dav Chivaliy. By Percy Greg, 

Author of " Across the Zodiac," &c. 3 vols. 
Fancy Free. By C. Gibbon. 3 vols. 
The Stillwater Tragedy. By J. B. Aldrich. 
Prince Fortune and Prince FataL By Mrs. CAREllfGTON, 

Author of *' My Cousin Manrioe»" && 3 vols. 
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j^ew Novels {continued) : — 

An Bnfflish Squire. By C. ^. Colbridge, Author of ''Lady 

Betty," *« Hanbury WiUs," &c. 3 vols. 
OhriBtowell. By R. D. Blackmore. 3 vols. 
Vr. OaroU. By Miss Seguin. 3 vols. 
David Broome, Artist. By Miss O'Reilly. 3 vols. 
Braes of Tarrow. By Chas. Gibbon. 3 vols. 

Nice and Her Neighbours. By the Rev. Canon Hole, Author 

of " A Book about Roses," ** A Little Tour in Ireland,'* Ac. Small 
4to, with numerous choice Illustrations, 12s. (kL 

Noble Words and Noble Deeds. From the French of E. Muller. 
Containing many Full-page Illustrations by Philippoteaux. Square 
imperial i6mo, cloth extra, 7/. 6d. ; plainer binding, plain edges, 5j. 

North American Review {The). Monthly, price 2x. 6//. 

Nothing to Wear ; and Two Millions. By W. A. Butler. 
New Edition. Small post 8vo, in stiff coloured wrapper, \s. 

Nursery Playmates {Prince of ). 217. Coloured pictures for 
Children by eminent Artists. Folio, in coloured boards, 6s. 



rWERAMMERGAU Passion Play. See "Art in the 

^^ Mountains." 

O'Brien. See " Parh'amentaiy History" and "Irish Land 
Question." 

Old-Fashioned Girl. See Alcott, 



On Horseback through Asia Minor. By Capt. Fred Burnaby, 
Royal Horse Guards, Author of ''A Ride to Khiva.*' 2 vols., 
8vo, with three Maps and Portrait of Author, 6th Edition, 38;. ; 
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, lOf. 6d. 

Our Little Ones in Heaven. Edited by the Rev. H. Robbins. 
With Frontispiece after Sir Joshua Reynolds. Fcap., cloth extra. 
New Edition — the 3rd, with Illustrations, 5j. 

Our Village. By Mary Russell Mitford. Illustrated with 

Frontispiece Steel Engraving, and 12 full-page and 157 smaller Cuts 
of Figure Subjects and Scenes. Crown 4to» doth, gilt edges, 21s. 

Our Woodland Trees. By F. G. Heath. Large post 8yo, 
doth, gilt edges, uniform with "Fern World " and " f em Paradise," 
by the same Author. 8 Coloured Plates (showing leaves of every 
British Tree) and 20 WoodcutSi doth, gilt edges, I2x. 6d. Third 
Edition. 
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pAMBA UD {Alfred). History of Russia, from its Origin 
-^^ to the Year 1877. With Six Maps. Translated by Mrs. L, B. 
'Lav.,2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extx^ 38X. 

Recollections of Writers. By Charles and Mary Cowdkn 

Clarke. Authors of '' The Concordance to Shakespeare,'' &c. ; 
with Letters of Charles Lamb, Leigh Hunt, Douglas Jerrold, 
and Charles Dickens ; and a Preface by Mary Cowden Clarke. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, lOf. dd, 

Jthnusat (Madame de). See " Memoirs o£" 

Robinson {Phil). See " In my Indian Garden," " Under the 

Punkah." 
Rochefoucatdds Reflections. Bayard Series, 2^. 6d. 

Rogers {S.) Pleasures of Memory. See " Choice Editions of 
Choice Books." 2s. td. 

Rose in Bloom. See Alcott. 

T^ Rose Library. Popular Literature of all countries. Each 

volume, IX. ; doth, 2s, 6d. Many of the Volumes are Illustrated— 

1. Sea-Onll Book. By JULBS Sandbau. Illustrated. 

2. Little Women. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

3. Little Women Wedded. Forming a Sequel to "Little Women.*' 

4. The Hoiua on WheeLs. By Madame de Stolz. Illustrated. 

5. Little Ken. By Louisa M. Alcott. DbIe.voL, zr.; cloth, 31. 6r/. 

6. The Gld-Fasliioned Girl. By Louisa M. Alcott. Double 

vol, 2s. ; doth, y. 6d. 

7. The UistTMs of the DCanae. By J. G. Holland. 

8. Timothy Titoomb's Letters to Tonnff People, Singrle and 

Married. 

9. TJndine, and the Two Captains. By Baron De La Mottb 

FouQUi. A New Translation by F^ £!. Bunnett. Illustrated. 

la Brazy Killer's Dowry, and the Elder's Wife. By Saxk 
Holm. 

11. The Foxur OoUl Pieces. By Madame Gouraud.^ Numerous 

Illustrations. 

12. Work. A Story of Experience. Furst Portion. By Louisa M. 

Alcott. 

' 13. Beffinninflr Ajrain. Being a Continuation of *<Work." By 
Louisa M. Alcott. 

14. Piociola; or, the Prison Slower. By X. B. Saintinb. 
NumeroiM Graphic lUustrations. 
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The Rose Library (continued) : — 

15. Sobert** Holidays. Ulustiated. 

16. The Two Ohildren of St. Domingo. Numerous DlustratiaMi 

17. Aunt Jo'a Scrap Bag. 

18. Stowo (Mrs. H, B.) The Pearl of.Orr'a Island. 

19. ^~ The Kinister'a Wooing, 
aa -^— Betty's Bright Idea. 

21. ■ The Qhost in the MilL \ 

23. — —— Captain Xidd's Uoney. 

23. — ^ We and our Velghboiirs. Double vol., 2r. 

24. -^~- Hy Wife and I. Double voL, 2r. ; cloth, gilt, y. 6d, 

25. Hans Brlnker ; or, the Silver Skates. 

26. Lowell's Xy Study Window. 

27. Holmes (O. W.) The Gnardlan Angel. 

28. Warner (O. D.) Uy Summer in a Gktrden. 

29. Hitherto. By the Author of "The Gayworthys." 2 vols., U. each. 
3a Helen's Babies. By their Latest Victim. 

31. The Barton Experiment. By the Author of " Helen's Babies." 

32. Dred. Bv Mrs. Beschbk Stowe. Double vol., 2s, ; cloth* 

gilt, y- «^ 

33. Warner (O. D.) In the Wilderness. 

34. Six to One. A Seaside Story. 

35. Nothing to Wear, and Two Millions. 

36. Farm Ballads. By Will Carlbton. 

Russell ( W. Clarke), See " A SaUor's Sweetheart," 3 vols., 

3IJ. (kL ; "Wreck of the Grosvenor," 6s, ; "John Holdsworth (Chief 
Mate)," 6j. 

RusseU {W. H.y LL.D.) TTie Tour of the Prince of Wales in 
India. By W. H. Russell, LL.D. Fully Illustrated by Sydney 
P. Hall, M.A. Super-royal 8vo» cloth extra, gUt edges, 52X. 6«^ ; 
Large Paper Edition, 84J. 

CANCTA Christina: a Story of the JFirst Century. By 
*^ Eleanor E. O&lebar. With a Pre&oe by the Bishop of Winchester. 
Small post Svo^ doth eictra, 51. 

Seonee : Sporting in the Satpura Range of Central India, and in 
the Valley of the Nerbudda. By R. A. Sterndale, F.R.G.S. Svo, 
with numerous Illustrations, 2i/. 

Seven Years in South Africa : Travels, Researches, and Hunting 
Adventures between dbe Diamond-Fidds and the Zambesi (1872 — 
1879). By Dr. Emil Holub. With over 100 Original Illustrations 
and 4 Maps. In 2 vols., demy 8vo, doth extra, 42^. 
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Serpent Charmer {The) : a Tale of the Indian Mutiny. By 
Xx)Uis RoussELKT, Author of ''India axid its Native Princes." 
Nttmerons Illustrations. Crown 8yo» doth extra, gilt edges, Is, €d, ; 
plainer binding, 51. 

Shakespeare {The Boudoir), Edited by Henry Cundell. 

Carefully bracketted for reading aloud ; freed from all objectionable 
matter, and altogether free from notes. Price 2J. (hL eadi volume^ 
doth extra, gilt ^ges. Contents : — ^Vol I., Cymbeline — ^Merchant of 
Venice. Each play separatdy, paper cover, \s, VoL II., As You 
Like It — King Lear«-Much Ado about Nothing. Vol. III., Romeo 
and Juliet— Twelfth Night—King John. The latter six plays sepa- 
rately, paper cover, 9^. 

Shakespeare Key (The). Fonning a Companion to ''The 
Complete Concordance to Shakespeare." By Charles and Maky 
CowDEN Clarke. Demy 8vo, 800 pp., 2ix. 

Shooting: its Appliances, Practice, and Purpose. By James 

Dalziel Dougall, F.S.A., F.Z.A., Author of "Scottish Field 
Sports," &C. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, iQf. 6d, 

"The book is admlnble in every way. .... We wish it every success."— (7Mr. 
"A very complete treatise. .... Likely to take high rank as on authority on 
shooting.'^2>af^ Ntws. 

SUent Hour ( The). See " Gentle life Series.** 

Silver Pitchers. See Alcott. 

Simon (yules). See " Government of M. Thiers." 

Six to One. A Seaside Story. i6mo, boards, ix. 

Smith {G,) Assyrian Explorations and Discoveries, By the late 
George Smith. Illustrated by Photographs and Woodcuts. Demy 
8vo, 6th Edition, l%s. 

— ^— The Chaldean Account of Genesis, By the late 

G. Smith, of the Department of Oriental Antiquities, British Museum. 
With many Illustrations. .Demy 8vo, doth extra, 6tli Edition, l6f. 

■ An entirely New Edition, completely revised and re- 

written by the Rev. Professor Sayce, Queen's College, Oxford. 
Demy 8vo, l&r. 

Snow-Shoes and Canoes; or, the Adventures of a Fur-Hunter 
in the Hudson's Bay Territory. By W. H. G. Kingston. 2nd 
Edition. With numerous Illustrations. Square crown Svo, doth 
extra, gilt edges, 7x. 6^. ; plainer binding, 5^. 
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Songs and Etchings in Shade and Sunshine. By J. R G. 

lUttstrated with 44 Etchings. Small 4to^ doth, gilt tops, 25/. 
Soiith African Campaign^ 1879 (^^)- Compiled by J. P. 

MACKINNON (formerly 72nd Highlanders), and S. H. Shadbolt; 
and dedicated* by permission, to Field-Marshal H.R.H. The Duko 
of Cambridge. 4to, handsomely bound in cloth extra, 2/. lor. 

South Kensington Museum, Published, with the sanction of 
the Science and Art Department, in Monthly Parts, each con- 
taining 8 Plates, price is. Volume I., containing 12 numbers, hand- 
• somely bound, idf. 

Stanley {If. M,) How I Found Livingstone. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 'js, td. ; laige Pkper Edition, lOf. 6d. 



'*My Kalulu,'' Prince, King, and Slave. A Stoiy 

horn Central Africa. Crown 8vo, about 430 pp. , with numerous graphic 
Illustrations, after Original Designs by the Author. Cloth, ^s. 6a. 



Coomassie and Magdala. A Story of Two British 

Campaigns in Africa. Demy 8yo, with Maps and Illustrations, i6x. 

Through the Dark Continent, which see. 



Story of a Mountain {The). By E. Reclus. Translated by 
Bertha Ness. 8vo, wiUi Illustrations, doth extra, gilt edges, 
7j. td. 

Story of a Soldier^ s Life {The) ; or, Peace, War, and Mutiny. 
By Lieut.-General John Alexander Ewart, C.R, Aide-de-Camp 
to the Queen from 1859 to 1872. 2 vols., demy 8vo, with Illustra- 
tions. 

Story of the Zulu Campaign {The). By Major Ashe (late 

King's Dragoon Guards), and Captain the Hon. £. V. ' WyatT" 
Edgell (late 17th Lancers, killed at Ulundi). Dedicated by special 
permission to Her Imperial Highness the Empress Eugenie, ovo, idr. 

Story without an End, From the German of Carov^, by the late 
Mrs. Sarah T. Austin. Crown 4to, with 15 Exquisite Drawings 
by K V. B., printed in Colours in Fac-simile of the original Water 
Colours ; and numerous other Illustrations. New Edition, 7j. 6</. 



square 4to, with Illustrations by Harvey. 2s. 6d. 



Stowe {Mrs. Beecher) Dred. Cheap Edition, boards, 25. Cloth, 

gilt edges, 3/. td. 
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Sfowe {Mrs, Beecher) Footsteps of the Master. With Illustra- 
tions and red boxdera. Small post 8yO| doth extra, fix. 

— — — Geography^ with 60 Illustrations. Square cloth, 4r. 6^ 
Little Foxes. Cheap Edition, 15.; Libraiy Edition, 



4r. 6d* 

Bettys Bright Idea. is. 



My Wife and I; or^ Harry Hendersotis History. 

Small post 8vo» doth extra, dr.* 

Minister's Wooing. ^s.\ Copyright Series, if. 6</.; cL, 2J.* 

Old Town Folk. 6x.; Cheap Edition, 2s, 6d. 

— Old Town Fireside Stories. Cloth extra, 3^. 6d. 

— Our Folks atPoganue. 10s. 6d. 



We and our Neighbour^ x vol., small post Svo, 6x. 

Sequd to "My Wife and I."* 

Pink and White Tyranny. Small post Svo, 3J. (>d. 



Cheap Edition, i/. dd. and 2J. 

Queer Little People, is, ; cloth, 2s. 

Chimney Comer, is. ; cloth, ix. 6d. 

The Pearl of Orr^s Island. Crown Svo, 5 j.* 

— Little Pussey Willow. Fcap., 2s. 



Woman in Sacred History. Illustrated with 15 

Chromo-lithographs and about 200 pages of Letterpress. Dem 
4to, doth extra, gilt edges, 25X. 

Studenfs French Examiner. By F. Julien, Author of " Petites 
Le9ons de Conversation et deGrammaire." Square crown Svo, doth, 2s 

Studies in German literature. By Bayard Taylor. Edited 
by Marie Taylor. With an Introduction by the Hon. Georgb 
H. BoKSR. Svo, doth extra, lox. td. 

* S*§ ab» Rom Libniy. 
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Studies in the Theory of Descent, By Dr. Aug. Weismann, 

Professor in the University of Freiburg. Translated and edited by 
Raphael Meldola, F.C.S., Secretary of the Entomological Socie^ 
of London. Part I. — " On the Seasonal Dimorphism of Butterflies," 
containing Original Communications by Mr. W. H. Edwards^ of 
Coalbuigh. With two Coloured Plates. Price of Part. I. (to Sub- 
scribers for the whole work only), %9 ; Part II. (6 coloured plates), i6f. ; 
Part III., dr. 

Sugar Beet (The), Including a History of the Beet Sugar 

Industry in Europe, Varieties of the Sugar Beet, Examination, Soils, 
Tillage, Seeds and Sowhig, Yield and Cost of Cultivation, Harvesting, 
Transportation, Conservation, Feeding Qualities of the Beet and of 
the Pulp, &c. By L. S. Wars. lUustrated. 8vo, doth extra, 21/. 

Sullivan (A. M., M.F.). See « New Ireland." 

Sulphuric Acid (A Practiced Treatise on the Manufacture of). 
By A. G. and C. G. Lock, Consulting Chemical Engineers. WiUi 
77 Construction Plates, and other Illustration^ Royal Svo, 2l,l2s,6iL 

Sumner (Jlon. Charles), See Life and Letters. 

Sunrise: A Story of These Times. By William BlacK| 

Author of " A Daughter of Heth," &c. 3 vols., 31^. 6(L 
Surgeon^ s Handbook on the Treatment of Wounded in War, By 

Dr. Friedrich Esmarch, Professor of Surgery in the University of 
Kiel, and Surgeon-General to the Prussian Army. Translated by 
H. H. Clutton, B.A. Cantab, F.R.C.S. Numerous Coloured 
Plates and Illustrations, 8vo, strongly bound in flexible leather, i/. &r. 

Sylvan Spring, By Francis George Heath. Illustrated by 

12 Coloured Plates, drawn by F. E. Hulme, F.L.S., Artist and 
Author of " Familiar Wild Flowers;** by 16 full-page, and more than 
100 other Wood Engravings. Large post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 12s, 6d, 



fAUCHNITZ^S English Editions of German Authors. 
-^ Each volume, cloth flexible, 2x. ; or sewed, ix. td, (Catalogues post 
free on application.) 



(^.) German and English Dictionary, Cloth, \s. 6d,; 



roan, 2s, 



2S, 6d. 



French and English. Paper, is. 6d, ; cloth, 2s, ; roan 
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TtuiAnitz (B.) Italian and EngUsh Dictumofj. Pape^ u; 6i£; 
dotiby 2/. ; roan, 2/. tiv/. 

Spanish and English. Paper, ix. 6^. ; doth, 2i: ; roan. 



2t.6d. 

New Testament. Qodi, 2s. ; gilt, 2s. 6d. 



Taylor {Bayard). Su ^ Studies in Gennan literatine.* 

Through America ; or^ Nine Months in the United States. By 
W. G. Marshall, M. A. With neariy 100 Woodcats of Views of 
Utah conntiy and the famous Yosemite Valley ; The Giant Trees. 
New York, Niagara, San Frandsoo, ftc.; containing a fall aocoant 
of Mormon Life, as noted by the Author daring his visits to Salt Lake 
City in 1878 and 18791 In i voL, demy 8to, 211. 

Thnmgh the Dark Continent: The Sources of the Nile; Around 
the Great Lakes, and down the Congo. By Henry M. Stanley. 
a vols., demy 8vo, containing 150 Full-page and other Illustrations, 
a Portraits of the Author, and 10 MapKS, 42/. Seventh Thousand. 
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo^ with some of the Illustratioas and Maps. 
I voL, 12/. 6d. 

Thurofthe Prince of Wales in India. See Russell. 

TVees and Ferns. By F. G. Heath. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 

edges, with numerous Illustrations, y, 6d. 
Thvo Friends, By Lucien Biart, Author of "Adventures of 

a Young NatunUist," " My Rambles in the New World," &c. SmaU 
post 8vo, numerous Illustrations, gilt edges, ^s, 6d. ; plainer binding, y . 

Tivd Supercargoes (The) ; or, Adventures in Savage Africa. 
By W. H. G. Kingston. Numerous Full-page Illustrations. Square 
imperial l6mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7/. od, ; plainer binding, 5/. 



TTNDER the Punkah. By Phil Robinson, Author of "In 

^ my Indian Garden," Crown 8vo, limp cloth, uniform with the 
above, y. dd. 

Up and Down; or^ Fifty Year^ Experiences in Australia^ 
California, New Zealand, India, China, and the South Pacific. 
Being the Life History of Capt W. J. Barry. Written by HimselC 
With several Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8;. 6^. 



BOOKS BY JULES VEBNE. 
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WOBKS. 



Twenty Thousand Leagues 

under the Sea. Part L 

Ditto. Part IL 

Hector Serradao • . . 

The Fur Country . . . 

From the Earth to the 
Moon and a Trip round 
it 

Michael Strogoff, the 
Courier of the Czar . . 

Dick Sands, the Boy 
Captain 

Fire Weeks in a Balloon . 

Adventures of Three En- 
glishmen and Three 
BuBsians 

Around the World in 
Eighty Days .... 

A Floating City .... 

The Blockade Runners . 

Dr. Ox's Experiment . . 

Master Zacharius . . • 

A Drama in the Air . . 

A Winter amid the Ice . • 

The Survivors of the 
"Chancellor". . . . 

Martin Paz 

Thb Mysterious Isla.nd, 
8 vols. : — 

YoL L Dropped from the 
Clouds 

Vol. IL Abandoned . . 

Vol.111. Secret of the Is- 
land 

The Child of the Cavern . 

The Begum's Fortune . . 

The Tribulations of a 
Chinaman . . . • • 

Thx Steam HousK^vols.:— 

YoL I. The Demon of Cawn- 
pore 

YoL IL Tigers and Traitors 
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Oontalning 300 to 000 pp. 
I and from 50 to 100 
(^ ftill-page Ulnstrations. 
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GiLSBKinn Tbatils aitd Tbavbllbbs. 3 vols. Demy 8vo, 600 pp., upwards of 100 
ftdl-page iUuBtrationB, 1S». td, ; gilt edges, 14«. eaoh i-^ 
(11 Tkx BxPLOBiTioir ov vhs Wobu». 
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33 Sampson Low^ Marston^ 6^ Co.*s List of Publicaiums. 

y[/ALLER {Rev. C. If.) The Names on the Gates of Pearly 
'^'^ and other Studies. By the Rev. C. H. Waller, M. A. Second 
Edition* Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6f . 



A Grammar and Analytical Vocabulary of the Words in 

the Greek Testament Compiled from Briider's Concordance. For 
the use of Divinity Students and Greek Testament Classes. By the 
Rev. C. H. Wallse, M. A. Part !I., The Grammar. Small post 8vo^ 
doth, zr. (id. Part II. The Vocabulary, .2j. 6^ 



■ " Adoption and the Covenant, Some Thoughts on 

Confirmation. Super-royal i6mo, doth limp, 2J. 6</. 

Warner (C. D,) My Summer in a Garden. Rose Libiary, w. 

^-^— Back-log Studies. Boards, is. 6d. ; cloth, 2S. 

— — In the Wilderness, Rose Library, is. 

■ Mummies and Moslems. 8vo, cloth, 12s. 

Weaving. See " History and Principles." 

Wills^ A Few Hints on Proving, without Professional Assistance. 
Bv a Probate Court Officiau 5th Edition, revised with Forms 
of Wills, Residuary Accounts, &c. Fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, is. 

With Axe and Rifle on the Western Prairies. By W. H. G. 
Kingston. With numerous Illustrations, square crown 8vo, doth 
extra, gilt edges, 7^. td. ; plainer binding, 5^. 

Woolsey (C. 2?., ZL.D.) Introduction to the Study of InUr- 
national Law ; designed as an Aid in Teaching and in Historical 
Studies. 5th Edition, demy 8vo, 18^. 

Words of Wellington: Maxims and Opinions, Sentences and 
Reflections of the Great Duke, gathered from his Despatches, Letters^ 
and Speeches (Bayard Series). 2s. 6d, 

Wreck of the Grosvenor. By W. Clark Russell, Author of 
"John Holdsworth, Chief Mate," " A SaUor's Sweetheart," &c 6s, 
Third and Cheaper Edition. 
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